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Enter M*Dole and Murphey, to Indian 7 raders, 
and their Servants. 


Me Dole. | | 
O, Murphey, you are come to try your Fortune 
Among the Savages in this wild Deſart? 
Murphey. Ay, any T hing to_ get an honeſt 
Living, 
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Which faith I find it hard enough to do; 
Times are ſo dull, and Traders are ſo plenty, 

That Gains are ſmall, and Profits come but ſlow, 

| A 3 M Dole. 
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TY FONT E A C H: 

M. Dole. Are you experienc'd in this kind of Trade? 
Know you the Principles by which it proſpers, 
And how to make it lucrative and ſafe ? 
If not, you're like a Ship without à Rudder, 
That drives at random, and muſt ſurely ſink. 
Murphey. I'm unacquainted with your Indian Com- 

[merce, 

And gladly would I learn * Arts from you, 


Who're old, and practis'd in them many Years. 
M Dole. That is the curſt Misfortune of our 


Traders, 
A thouſand Fools attempt to live this Way, 
Who might as well turn Miniſters of State. 
But, as you are a Friend, I will inform you 
Of all the ſecret Arts by which we thrive, 
Which if all practis'd, we might all grow rich, 
Nor circumvent each other in our Gains. 
What have you got to part with to the Indians? 
Murphey. I've Rum and Blankets, No Pow- 
[der, Bells, 
And ſuch-like Trifles as they re wont to prize. 

M. Dole. "Tis very well: your Articles are good: 
But now the Thing's to make a Profit from them, 
Worth all your Toil and Pains of coming hither, 
Our fundamental Maxim then is this, 

That it's no Crime to cheat and gull an Indian. 

Murphey. Flow ! Not a Sin to cheat an ä ſay 
| you ? 

Are they not Men? hav'nt they a Right to Juſtice 
As well as we, though favage in their Manners ? 


Me Dole, 


A TRAGEDY. 5 

M Dole. Ah! If you boggle here, I ſay no more; 
This is the very Quinteſſence of Trade, | 
And ev'ry Hope of Gain depends upon it; 
None who neglect it ever did grow rich, 
Or ever will, or can by Indian Commerce. 
By this old Ogden built his ſtately Houſe, 
Purchas'd Eſtates, and grew a little King. 
He, like an honeft Man, bought all by Weight, 
And made the ign'rant Savages believe 
That his Right Foot exactly weigh'd a Pound: 
By this for many Years he bought their Furs, 
And died in Quiet like an honeſt Dealer. 

Murphey. Well, I'll not ſtick at what is neceſſary ; 
But his Device is now grown old and ſtale, 
Nor could I manage ſuch a barefac'd Fraud. 

M Dole. A thouſand Opportunities preſent 
To take Advantage of their Ignorance; 
But the great Engine I employ is Rum, 
More pow'rful made by certain ſtrength'ning Drugs. 
This I diſtribute with a lib'ral Hand, 
Urge them to drink till they grow mad and valiant 
Which makes them think me generous and juſt, - 
And gives full Scope to practiſe all my Art. 
I then begin my Trade with water'd Rum, 
The cooling Draught well ſuits their ſcorching Throats. 
Their Fur and Peltry come in quick Return : 
My Scales are honeſt, but ſo well contriv'd, 
That one ſmall Slip will turn Three Pounds to One; 
Which they, poor ſilly Souls ! ignorant of Weights 


And Rules of Balancing, do not perceive. 
A 4 EE, 


6 EA: 
But here they come; you'll ſee how I proceed. 
Fack, is the Rum prepar'd as I commanded ? 
Jack. Yes, Sir, all's ready when you pleaſe to 
call. 
M Dole. Bring here the Scales . Weights i imme- 
diately. 
You ſee the Trick is eaſy and conceal'd. 
[Shewing how to ſlip the Scales. 
Murphey. By Jupiter, it's artfully contriv'd ; 
And was I King, I ſwear I'd knight th' Inventor, 
—Tom, mind the Part that you will have to act. 
Tom. Ah, never fear, T'll .do as well as Jack. 
But then, you know, an honeſt Servant's Pains 
Deſerves Reward. 


Murphey. O! Tl take care of that. 
Enter a Number of Indians, with Packs of Fur. 


I Indian. So, what you trade with Indians here 
to-day ? 

A Dole. Yes, if my Goods will ſuit, and we agree. 

24 Indian. Tis Rum we want, we're tired, hot, and 


thirſty, 
3d Indian. You, Mr. Engliſhman, have you got 
Rum ? | 
M Dole. Jack, bring a Bottle, pour them each a 
Gill. 


You know which Caſk contains the Rum. The Rum > 
1ſt Indian. It's goed ſtrong Rum, I feel it very ſoon. 
M Dole. Give 8 a Glaſs. Here's 3 in 

Trade; 
We eit always drink before we deal, 
2d Indian, 


A TRAGEDY 
24 Indian. Good Way enough; it makes one ſharp 
and cunning. | 
Me Dole. Hand round another Gill. "TO. very 
welcome. 
3d Indian. Some fay you Engliſhmen are ſometimes 
Rogues | 
You make poor Indians drunk, and chen you cheat. 
1ſt Indian. No, Engliſh good. The Frenchmen gi ve 
no Rum. | 
2d Indian. I think it's beſt to trade with Engliſbmen. 
M Dolo. What is your Price for Beaver Skins per 
Pound ? 
1ſt Indian. How mach you aſk per Quart for this 
ſtrong Rum? 
M Dole. Five Pounds of Beaver for One Quart of 
Rum. 


1} Indian. Five Pounds? Too much, Which is't 
you call Five Pound ? 


M. Dole. This little Weight. I cannot give you 
more. 
1ſt Indian. Well, take em; weigh em. Don't you 
cheat us now. 
M Dole. No: He that cheats an Indian ſhould be 
hang'd. [ weighing the Packs, 
There's Thirty Pounds preciſely of the Whole; 
Five times Six is Thirty. Six Quarts of Rum. 
Jack, meaſure it to them; you know the Cafk. 
This Rum is ſold. You draw it off the beſt. 
[ Exeunt Indians to receive their Rum. 


Murphey. By Fove, you've S more in a ſingle 
Hour 
Than ever I have done in Half a Lear: 
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8 EAT HE: 
Curſe on my Honeſty! I might have been 
A little King, and liv'd without Concern, 
Had I but known the proper Arts to thrive. | 
M*Dole. Ay, there's the Way, my honeſt Friend, 
to live, [clapping his Shoulder. 
There's Ninety Weight of Sterling Beaver for you, 
Worth all the Rum and Trinkets in my Store; 
And, would my Conſcience let me do the Thing, 
I might enhance my Price, and leſſen theirs, 
And raiſe oy Poon to an higher Pitch. 
Murphey, 1 can't but thank you for your kind In- 
ſtructions, 
As from them I expect to reap Advantage. 
But ſhould the Dogs detect me in the Fraud, 
They are malicious, and would have Revenge. 
M Dole. Can't you avoid them? Let their Ven- 
geance light 
On others Heads, no matter whoſe, if you 
Are but ſecure, and have the Gain in Hand: 
For they're indiff'rent where they take Revenge, 
Whether on him that cheated, or his Friend, 
Or on a Stranger whom they never ſaw, 
Perhaps an honeſt Peaſant, who ne'er dreamt 
Of Fraud or Villainy in all his Life; 
Such let them murder, if they will a Score, 
The Guilt is theirs, while we ſecure the Gain, 


Nor ſhall we * the bleeding Victims Pain. 
. 


SCENE 


A TRAGEDY: 9 
Ss" RE 
A Defart. 


Enter Orſbourn and CC Two Engliſh Hunters. 


Orſbourn. 
Ong have we toil'd, and rang'd the Woods in vain, 
No Game, nor Track, nor Sign of any Kind 
Is to be ſeen; I ſwear I am diſcourag'd 
And weary'd out with this long fruitleſs Hunt. 
No Life on Earth beſides is half ſo hard, 
So full of Diſappointments, as a Hunter's : 
Each Morn he wakes he views the deſtin'd Prey, 
And counts the Profits of th' enſuing Day; 
Each Ev'ning at his curs'd ill Fortune pines, 
And till next Day his Hope of Gain reſigns. 
By Jove, I'll from theſe Deſarts haſten home, 
And ſwear that never more I'll touch a Gun. 
Honnyman, Theſe hateful Indians kidnap all theGame, 
Curſe their black Heads! they fright the Deer and Bear, 
And ev'ry Animal that haunts the Wood, 
Or by their Witchcraft conjure them away. 
No Engliſbman can get a ſingle Shot, 
While they go loaded home with Skins and Furs. 
*T were to be wiſh'd not one of them ſurvived, 
Thus to infeſt the World, and plague Mankind. 
Curs'd Heathen Infidels ! mere ſavage Beaſts ! 
They don't deſerve to breathe in Chriſtian Air, 
And ſhould be hunted down like other Brutes. 
Orſbourn. J only wiſh the Laws permitted us 
Tec o hunt the ſavage Herd where-c'er they're found; 
I'd 
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ro E ANT AN: 
I'd never leave the Trade of Hunting then, 
While one remain'd to tread and range the Wood. 
Honnyman. Curſe on the Law, I ke that makes i it 
Death 
To kill an Indian, more than to kill a ge 
What if *tis Peace? theſe Dogs deſerve no Mercy; 
Curſed revengeful, cruel, faithleſs Devils! 
They kill'd my Father and my eldeſt Brother. 
Since which I hate their very Looks and Name. 
Orſbourn. And I, ſince they * 0 and kilPd my 
Uncle; 
Tlell ſeize their cruel, unrelenting Souls! 


Tho' theſe are not the ſame, twould eaſe my Heart 


To cleave their painted Heads, and ſpill their Blood. 

J abhor, deteft, and hate them all, 

And now cou'd eat an Indian's Heart with Pleaſure. 
Henmman. I'd join you, and ſoop his ſavage Brains 
for Sauce ; 

I loſe all Patience when I think of them, 

And, if you will, we'll quickly have Amends 

For our long Travel and ſucceſsleſs Hunt, 

And the ſweet Pleaſure of Revenge to boot. 
Orſbourn. What will you do? Preſent, and pop 

done down? 
Honnyman. Yes, faith, the firſt we meet well fravght 
with Furs; 

Or if there's Two, and we can make ſure Work, 

By Jove, we'll eaſe the Raſcals of their Packs, 

And fend them empty home to their own Country. 

But then obſerve, that.what we do is ſecret; 

Or the Hangman will come in for Snacks. | 

| Or /bourn. 


A TRAGETT.” 11 
- Ons. Truft me for chat; z Pll3 Join with all my 
Heart; 
Nor with a nicer Aim, or ſteadier Hand, 
Would ſhoot a Tyger than I would an Indian. 
There is a Couple ftalking now this Way 
With luſty Packs; Heav'n favour our Deſign. 


Hon. Silence; conceal yourſelf, and mind your Eye. 


Or/bourn. Are you well charg'd ? 
Honmman. I am. Take you the neareſt, 
And mind to fire exactly when I do. 
Orforurn. A charming Chance! 
Honnyman, Huſh, let them ſtill come nearer. 
[They ſhoot, and run to rifle the Indians. 
They're down, old Boy, a Brace of noble Bucks! 


Or/bourn, Well tallow'd, faith, and noble Hides. 
upon 'em. [Taking up a Pack. 


We might have hunted all the Seaſon thro? 

For Half this Game, and thought ourſelves well paid. 
Honnyman. By ove, we might, and been at great 

Expence 

For Lead and Powder, here's a f ingle Shot, 
Orſbourn. I ſwear I've got as much as I can carry. 
Honnyman. And faith I'ni not behind; this Pack is 

. nw. . 

But ſtop ; we muſt conceal the tawny Dogs, 

Or their blood-thirſty Countrymen will find them, 

And then we're bit. There'll be the Devil to pay, 

They'll murder us, and cheat the Hangman too. 


Orſbourn. Right. We'll e all Miſchief of 


this Kind. 
Where ue we hide their ſavage Carcaſes ? 


Honnyman, 
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13 PONT E AC E: 


Honmman. There they will lie conceal'd and ſnug 
enough | [They cover them, 
But ſtay--perhaps ere long there'Il be a War, 
And then their Scalps will ſell for ready, Caſh, 
Two Hundred Crowns at leaſt, and that's worth ſaving. 
Orſbourn. Well! that is true, no ſooner ſaid than 
done— Drawing his Knife. 
I'll Rrip this Fellow's painted greaſy Skull. | 
[Strips off the Scalp. 
Honmman. A damn'd tough Hide, or my Knife's de- 
viliſh dull— [Takes the other Scalp. 


Now let them ſleep to Night without their Caps, 


And pleaſant Dreams attend their long Repo ſe. 
Or ſbourn. Their Guns and Hatchets now are lawful 
Prize, 
For they'll not need them on their preſent Journey. 
Honnyman. The Devil hates Arms, and dreads the 
Smell of Powder; | 
He'll not allow ſuch Inſtruments about him, 
They're free from training now, they're in his Clutches. 
Orſbourn. But, Honnyman, .d'ye think this is not 
Murder ? 
I yow I'm ſhock'd a little to ſee them ſcalp'd, 
And fear their Ghoſts will haunt us in the Dark. 
Honnyman. It's no more Murder than to crack a 
Louſe, | 
That is, if you've the Wit to keep i it private, 
And as to Haunting, Indians have no Ghoſts, 


But as they live like Beaſts, like Beaſts they die. 


I've kill'd a Dozen in this ſelf-ſame Way, 
And never yet was troubled with their Spirits. 
Orſbou un. 


A TRAGEDY. 13 


Or ſbourn. Then I'm content; myScruples are remov'd. 
And what I've done, my Conſcience juſtifies. 
But we muſt have theſe Guns and Hatchets alter'd, 
Or they'll detect th' Affair, and hang us both. 
Honnyman. That's quickly done Let us with Speed 
return, 
And think no more of being hang'd or haunted ; 
But turn our Fur to Gold, our Gold to Wine, 
Thus gaily ſpend what we've ſo lily won, 
And bleſs the firſt Inventor of a Gun. | [Exeunt. 


SCENK M 
An Engliſh Fort. 


Enter Colonel Cockum and Captain Friſk. 


Cockum. 
HAT ſhall we do with theſe damn'd bawling 
Indians? 
They're ſwarming every Day with their Complaints 
Of Wrongs and Injuries, and God knows what — 
I wiſh the Devil would take them to himſelf. 
Friſe. Your Honour” s right to wiſh the Devil his 
Due. 
Fd ſend the noiſy Helhounds packing hence, 
Nor ſpend a Moinent in debating with them. 
The more you give Attention to their Murmurs, 
The more they'Il plague and haunt you every Day., 
| Beſides, their old King Ponteach grows damn'd ſaucy, 
Talks of his Power, and threatens what he'll do. 
Perdition to their faithleſs ſooty Souls, 


I'd let *em know at once to keep their Diſtance. 
| Coc tum 
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14 PQONTEAC N: 
Cockum, Captain, You're right; their Inſolence is ſuch 

As beats my Patience; curſed Miſcreants ! 

They are encroaching ; fain would be familiar: 

I'll ſend their painted Heads to Hell with Thunder! 

I ſwear I'll blow 'em hence with Cannon Ball, 


And give the Devil an Hundred for his — 


Friſt. They're coming here; you ſee they ſcent 
your Track, 
And while you'll liſten, they will ne'er be * 
But every Day improve in Inſolence. ; 
Coctum. Vil ſoon diſpatch and ſtorm them from my 
Preſence. 


Enter Ponteach, and other Indian Chiefs. 


Ponteach, Well, Mr. Colonel Coctum, what d' they 
call you? 


. You give no Anſwer yet to my Complaint; 


Your Men give my Men always too much Rum, 
Then trade and cheat em. What! d' ye think this 
right ? 
Cockum. Tuſh ! Silence! hold your —_ curſed Non- 
ſenſe; | 


I've heard enough of it; what is it to me > 


Ponteach. What! you a Colonel, and not n 
your Men? 
Let ev'ry one be 3 has a Mind to't. 


Coctum. Why, curie fur Men, I ſuppoſe they wanted 
Rum; 


They'll rarely be content, I 7h without i ic. 


Ponteack, What then? If Indians are ſuch Fools, 1 
think . 4 7 


White Men like you ſhould top and teach them better. 


Cockum, 


AT RAGE DK, 15 


Cockum. I'm not a Pedagogue ta your curs'd Indians. 
22 
Ponteach. Colonel, I hope that you'll conſider this. 
Fs . Why don't you lee the Colonel will not 
hear you? 
You'd better go and watch your Men yourſelf, 
Nor plague us with your curſed endleſs Noiſe; 
We've ſomething elſe to do of more Importance. 
Pouteach. Hah ! Captain Friſe, what! you a great 
man too ? 
By Bus'neſs here is only with your Colonel ; 
And I'll be heard, or know the Reaſon why. 
I Chief. I thought the Engliſb had been better Men. 
2d Chief. Frenchmen would always hear an Indian 
ſpeak, 
And anſwer fair, and make good Promiſes, 
Cockum. You may be dd, and all your Frenchmen 


too. 
Ponteach. Be d—d! what's that? I do not a 
ſtand, | 
Cockum. The Devil teach you ; he'll do it without 
a Fee. 
Ponteach. The Devil teach | I think you one great 
Fool. 


Did your King tell you thus to treat the Indians ? 

Had he been ſuch a Dunce he ne'er had conquer'd, 

And made the running French for Quarter ery, 

I always mind that ſuch proud Fools are Cowards, 

And never do aught that is great or good. 

Cockum. Forbear your * you curs'd old 
Thief 


This Moment leave my Fort, and to your chili 
Let 
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Come, will you crack a Bottle at my Tent ? 


16 PONTEACH. 
Let me hear no more of your helliſh Clamour, 
Or to D n I will blow you all, 


And feaſt the Devil with one hearty Meal. 


Ponteach. So ho! Know you whoſe . you 
are in? 
Think you, becauſe you have ſubdu'd the French, 
That Indians too are now become your Slaves? 
This Country's mine, and here I reign as King; 
J value not your Threats, nor Forts, nor Guns; 
T have got Warriors, Courage, Strength, and Skill. 
Colonel, take care; the Wound is very deep, 
Conſider well, for it is hard to cure. 
[ Exeunt Indians. 


Friſe. Vile Infidels! obſerve their Inſolence; ; 


Old Ponteach puts on a migaty Air. 


Cockum. They'll always be a Torment till deſtroy d, 


And ſent all headlong to the Devil's Kitchen. 


This curs'd old Thief, no doubt, will give us Trouble, 
Provok'd and madded at his cool Reception. 

Friſt. Oh! Colonel, they are never worth our minding, 
What can they do againſt our Bombs and Cannon? 
True, they may ſkulk, and kill and ſcalp a few, 


But, Heav'n be thank'd, we're ſafe within theſe Walls: 
Beſides, I think the Governors are coming, 


To make them Preſents, and eſtabliſh Peace. 
Coctum. That may * appeaſe their bloody 
Minds, 
And keep them quiet for ſome little Term. 
God ſend the Day that puts them all to ſleep, 


Friſe, 


= 7 R A G E 1 
Frift, With all my Heart, and drink Di to 


them. 
Cockum, I can in nothing more ſincerely join. 
[ Exeant, 
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An Apartment in the Fort. 
Enter Governors Sharp, Gripe, and Carchum, 


Sharp. 
ERE are we met to repreſent our King, 
And by his royal Bounties to conciliate 
Theſe Indians Minds to Friendſhip, Peace, and Love, 
But he that would an hon-ſt Living get 
In Times ſo hard and difficult as theſe, 
Muſt mind that good old Rule, Take care of One, 
Gripe. Ay, Chriſtian Charity begins at home; 
1 think it's in the Bible, I know I've read it. 
Catebum. ] join with Paul, that he's an Infidel 
Who does not for himſelf and Friends provide. 
Sharp. Yes, Pau! in fact was no bad Politiciang 
And underftood himſelf as well as moſt. 
All good and wife Men certainly take care 
To help themſelves and Families the firſt ; 
Thus dictates Nature, Inſtinct, and Religion, 
Whoſe eaſy Precepts ought to be obey'd. 
Gripe. But how does this aff ct our preſent Purpoſe ? 
We've heard the Doctrine; what's the Application ? 
Sharp. We are inttuſted with theſe Indian Preſents, 
A Thoufand Pound was granted hy the King, 
To latisfy them of his Royal Goodneſs, 
His conſtaat Diſpoſition to their Welfare, 
B And 
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18 „ 
And reconcile their ſavage Minds to Peace. 
Five hundred's gone; you know our late Diviſion, 


Our great Expence, Et cetera, no Matter: 


The other Half was laid out for theſe Goods, 
To be diſtributed as we think proper; 


And whether Half (I only put the Queſtion) 


Of theſe ſaid Goods, won't anſwer every End, 
And bring about as long a laiting Peace 
As tho* the Whole were lavithly beſtow'd ? 

Catchum.. 'm clear upon't they will, if we affirm 
That Half's the Whole was ſent them by the King. 

Gripe, There is no doubt but that One Third wou'd 

anſwer, 
For they, poor Souls! are ign'rant of the Worth 
Of ſingle Things, nor know they how to add 
Or calculate, and caſt the whole Amount. 

Sharp. Ay, Want of Learning is a great Misfortune. 
How thankful ſhould we be that we have Schools, 
And better taught and bred than theſe poor Heathen, 

Catsham. Yes, only theſe Two ſimple eaſy Rules, 
Addition and Subtraction, are great Helps, 

And much contribute to our Happineſs. 

Sharp. Tis theſe I mean to put in Practice now; 
Subtraction from theſe Royal Prefents makes 
Addition to our Gains without a Fraction. 

But let vs overhawl and take the beſt, 
TOP may be given that won't do to ſell. 
[They ceverhawl the G 3 &c. 

Catchum. Lay theſe aſide; they'll fetch a noble 

„ 

Cripe. And theſe are very ſale able, 1 think. 

2 Sharp. 


Sharp. The Indians will be very fond of theſe. 
Is there the Half, think you ? 
Gripe. It's thereabouts. 
Catebum. This Bag of Wampum may be added yet. 
Sharp. Here, Lads, convey theſe Goods to our 
Apartment. 
Servant. The Indians, Sir, are waiting at the Gate. 
Gripe. Conduct them in when you've diſpoſed of 
theſe. 
Catchum. This ſhould have been new-drawn before 
they enter'd. 
[ pulling out an Inventory of the whole Goods. 
Gripe. What matters that? They cannot _ you 
know, 
And you can read to them in gen'ral Terms. 


Enter Ponteach, with ſeveral of his Chieftains, 


Sharp. Welcome, my Brothers, we are glad to 
meet you, 
And hope that you will not repent our coming. 
Ponteach. We're glad to ſee our Brothers here the 
Engliſh. 
If honourable Peace be your Deſire, 
We'd always have the Hatchet buried deep, 
While Sun and Moon, Rivers and Lakes endure, 
And Trees and Herbs within our Country grow. 
Bur then you mult not cheat and wrong the Indians, 
Or treat us with Reproach, Contempt, and Scorn ; 
Elſe we will raiſe the Hatchet to the Sky, 
And let it never touch the Earth again, 
Sharpen its Edge, and keep it bright as Silver, 
B 2 Or 
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20 „„ PP 
Or ſtain it red with Murder and with Blood. 
Mind what I ſay, I do not tell you Lies. 

Sharp. We hope you have no Reaſon to complain 
That Engliſpmen conduct to you amiſs ; 


We're griev'd if they have given you Offence, 
And faln would heal the Wound while it is freſh, 


Leſt it ſhould ſpread, grow painful, and ſevere. 


Pinteach. Your Men make Indians drunk, and then 
they cheat *em. 
Your Officers, your Colonels, and your Captains 
Are proud, moroſe, ill-natur'd, churliſh Men, 
Treat us with Diſreſpect, Contempt, and Scorn, 
I tell you plainly this will never do, 
We never thus were treated by the French, 
Them we thought bad enough, but think you worſe. 
Sharp. There's good and bad, ya know, in every 
Nation ; 
There's ſome good Indians, ſome are the reverſe, 
Whom you can't govern, and reftrain from ill; 
So there's ſome Engliſhmen that will be bad. 
You muſt not mind the Conduct of a few, 
Nor judge the reſt by what you ſee of them. 
Ponteach, If you've ſome good, why don't you 
ſend them here ? 
Theſe every one are Rogues, and Knaves, and Fouls, 
And think no more of Indians than of Dogs. 
Your King had better ſend his good Men hither, ' 
And keep his bad ones in ſome other Country; 
Then you would find that Indians would do well, 
Be peaceable, and honeſt in their Trade; 


Wes 


R 2k 
We'd love you, treat you, as our Friends and Brothers, 
And Raiſe the Hatcher only in your Cauſe 
Sharp. Our King is very anxious for your Welfare, 
And greatly wiſhes for your Love and Friendſhip; 
He would not have the Hatchet ever raiſed, | 
But buried deep, ſtamp'd down and cover'd o'er, 
As with a Mountain that can never move: 
For this he ſent us to your diſtant Country, 
Bid us deliver you theſe friendly Belts, 
[holding out Belts of Wampum, 
All cover'd over with his Love and Kindneſs, 
He like a Father loves you as his Children; 
And like a Brother wiſhes you all Good; 
We'll let him Know the Wounds that you complain of, 
And he'll be ſpeedy to apply the Cure, 
And clear the Path to Friendſhip, Peace, and Trade, 
Ponteach. Your King, I hear's a good and upright 
Man, 
True to his word, and friendly in his Heart; 
Not proud and inſolent, moroſe and ſour, 
Like theſe his petty Officers and Servants : 
I want to fee your King, and let him know _ 
What muſt be done to keep the Hatchet dull, 
And how the Path of Friendſhip, Peace, and Trade 
May be kept clean and ſolid as a Rock. 
Sharp. Our King is diſtant over the great Lake, 
But we can quickly ſend him your Requeſts; 
To which he'll liſten with attentive Ear, 
And act as tho' you told him with your Tongue. 
Ponteach. Let him know then his People here are 
Rogues, | 
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And cheat and wrong and uſe the Indians ill. 
Tell him to ſend good Officers, and call 
Theſe proud ill natur'd Fellows from my Country, 
And keep his Hunters from my hunting Ground. 
He muſt do this, and do it quickly too, 
Or he will find the Path between us bloody. 
Sharp. Of this we will acquaint our gracious King, 
And hope you and your Chiefs will now confirm 
A ſolid Peace as if our King was preſeat ; 
We're his Ambaſſadors, and repreſent him, 
And bring theſe Tokens of his Royal Friendſhip 
To you, your Captains, . Chiefs, and valiant Men. 
Read Mr. Catchum, you *ve the Inventory. 
Catchum. The Britiſh King, of his great Bounty, 
ſends 
To Ponteach, King upon the Lakes, and his Chiefs, 
Two hundred, No {/ide] a Number of fine Blankets, 
Six hundred [fide] Yes, and ſeveral Dozen Hatchets, 
Twenty thouſand [(de] and a Bag of Wampum, 
A Parcel too of Pans, and Knives, and Ketiles. 
Sharp. This rich and royal Bounty you'll accept, 
And as you pleaſe diſtribute to your Chiefs, 
And let them know they come from England's King, 
As Tokens to them of his Love and Favour. 
We *ve taken this long Journey at great Charge, 
To ſee and hold with you this friendly Talk 


We hope your Minds are all diſpoſed to Peace, 
And that you like our Sovereign Bounty well. 


I Chief. We think it very ſmall, we heard of more. 
Moſt of our Chiefs and Warriors are not here, 
They all expect to ſhare a Part with us, 


2d Chief. 
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24 Chief. Theſe won't reach round to more than 
half our Tribes, 
Few of our Chiefs will have a ſingle Token 
Of your King's Bounty, that you ſpeak ſo much of. 
3d. Chief. And thoſe who have'nt will be diſſatisfied, 
Think themſelves ſlighted, think your King is ſtingy, \ 
Or elſe that you his Governors are Rogues, 
And keep your Maſter's Bounty for yourſelves. 
4th Chief. We hear ſuch Tricks are ſometimes 
play'd with Indians, 
King Afenaco, the great Southern Chief, 
Who's been in Eugland, and has ſeen your King, 
Told me that he was generous, kind, and true, 
But that his Officers were Rogues and Knaves, 
And cheated 1ndjans out of what he gave. 
Eripe. The Devil's in't, I fear that we're detected 
| | [ afide. 
Ponteach. Indians a'n't Fools, if White Men think 
us ſo; 
We ſee, we hear, we think as well as you; 
We know there *re Lies, and Miſchiefs in the World; 
We don't know whom to truſt, nor when to fear; 
Men are uncertain, changing as the Wind, 
Inconſtant as the Waters of the Lakes, 
Some ſmooth and fair, and pleaſant as the Sun, 
Some rough and boiſt'rous, like the Winter Storm; 
Some are Inſidious as the ſubtle Snake, 
Some innocent, and harmleſs as the Dove; 
Some like the Tyger raging, cruel, fierce, 
Some like the Lamb, humble. ſubmiſſive, mild, 
And ſcarcely one is every Day the ſame; 


But I call no Man bad, till ſuch he's found, 
B 4 Then 


| That firſt or laſt a Rogue will be detected, 
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Then I condemn and caſt him from my Sight; 
And no more truſt him as a Friend and Brother. 
J hope to find you honeſt Men and true, 

Sharp. Indeed you may depend upon our Honours, 
We're faithful Servants of the beſt of Kings ; 
We ſcorn an Impoſition on your Ignorance, 
Abhor the Arts of Falfhood and Deceit, 
Theſe are the Preſents our great Monarch ſent, 
He's of a bounteous, noble, princely Mind 
And had he known the Numbers of your Chiefs, 
Each would have largely ſhar'd his Royal Goodneſs ; 
But theſe are rich and worthy your Acceptance, 
Few Kings on Earth can ſuch as theſe beſtow, 
For Goodhels, Beauty, Excellence, and Worth. 
 Ponteach, The Preſents from your Sovereign accept, 
His friendly Belts to us ſhall be preſerved, 
And i in Return convey you thoſe to him. 
[ Belts and Flew 
Which let him know our Mind, and what we with, 
That we diſlike his cruſty Officers, 
And wiſh the Path of Peace was made more plain, 
The Calumet I do not chuſe to ſmoak, 
Till I fee further, and my other Chiefs 
Have been conſulted. Tel] your King from me, 


That I have Warriors, am myſelf a King, 
And will be honour'd and obey'd as ſuch; 
Tell him my Subjects ſhall not be oppreſs'd, 
But I will ſeek Redreſs and take Revenge 
Tel el] your King this; I have no more to ſay. 


Sharp. 
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Sharp. To our great King your Gifts we will convey, 


And let him know the Talk we've had with you ; 
We're griev*d we cannot ſmoak the Pipe of Peace, 
And part with ſtronger Proofs of Love and F riendſhip; 
Mean time we hope you'll ſo conſider Matters, 
As ſtill to keep the Hatchet dull and buried, 
And open wide the ſhining Path of Peace, 
That you and we may walk without a Blonder. 
[ Exennt Indians, 
Gripe. Th' appear not fully ſatisfied, I think. F 
Catchum, ] do not like old Ponteach's Talk and * 
He ſeems ſuſpicious, and inclin'd to war. | 
Sharp. They're —_— KOs bloody, and re- 
vengeful, 
Zou fee that they diſtruſt our Word and Honour ; 
No wonder then if they ſuſpect the Traders, 
And often charge them with downright Injuſtice. 
Gripe. True, when even we t at come to make them 


Preſents, 
Cannot eſcape their Fears and Jealouſies. 


Catchum. Well, we have this, at leaſt, to comfort us; | 


Their good Opinioa is no Commendation, 
Nor their foul Slanders any Stain to Honour. 
I think we've done whatever Men could do 
To reconcile their ſavage Minds to Peace, 
If they're diſpleas'd, our Honour is acquitted, 
And we nave.not been wanting in our Duty 
To them, our King, our Country, and our Friends. 
Gripe. But what Rivas are theſe they ve left be- 
hndt 
Theſe Belts are valuable, and neatly wrought. 
_ Catchum, 
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Catchum. This Pack of Furs is very weighty too; 

The Skins are pick'd, and of the choiceſt Kind, 
Sharp. By Jove, they're worth more Money than 

their Preſents. 
Gripe. Indeed they are; the King will be no Loſer. 
Sharp. The King! who ever ſent ſuch Trumpery 
to him? 
Catebum. What nk the King of England do 
| with Wampum ? 

Or Beaver Skins, d'ye think? He's not a Hatter ! 
Gripe. Then it's a Perquiſite belongs to us? | 
Sharp. Yes, they 're become our lawful Goods and 

Chattels, 

By all the Rules and Laws of Tal Treaties. 

The King would ſcorn to take a Gift from Indinns, 

And think us Madmen, ſhould we ſend them to tim 
Catchum. I underſtand we make a fair Diviſion, 

And have no Words nor Fraud among ourſelves. 

Sharp. We throw the whole into one common Stock, 

And go Copartners in the Loſs and Gain. 

Thus moſt who handle Money for the Crown 

Find means to make the better Half their own; 

And, to your better Judgments with Submiſſion, 

The ſelf Neglecter's a poor Politician. 

Theſe Gifts, you ſee, will all Expences pay; | 


<A 


Heav'n ſend an Indian Treaty every Day; 
We dearly love to ſerve our King this Way, 


The End of the Fit ACT. 
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A 
S N I. 
An Iadian Houſe. 


Enter Philip and Chekitan from hunting, loaded with 
Veniſcn. | 


Philip. 


REE Day's Toil's ended, and the Ev'ning ſmiles 
1 With all the Joy and Pleaſantneſs of Plenty. 
Our gvod Succeſs and Fortune in the Chace 
Will make us Mirth and Paſtime for the Night. 
How will the old King and his Hunters ſmile 
'To ſee us loaded with the fatt'ning Prey, 
And joyoully relate their own Adventures ? 
Not the brave Victor's Shout, or Spoils of War, 
Would give ſuch Pleaſure to their gladden'd Hearts. 
Chekitan. Theſe, Philip, are the unſtain'd Fruits of 
Peace, 
Effected by the conqu'ring Britiſh Troops. 
Now may we hunt the Wilds ſecure from Foes, 
And ſeek our Food and Cloathing by the Chace, 
While Eaſe and Plenty thro' our Country reign. 
Philip. Happy Effects indeed! long may they laſt! 
But I ſuſpect che Term will be bur ſhort, 
Ere this our happy Realm is curs'd afreſh 
Wich all the Noite and Miſeries of War, 
And Blood and Murder ſtain our Land again. 
Chckitan. What haſt thou heard that ſeems to 
threaten this, | 


Or 
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Or is it idle Fancy and Conjectures? 
Philip. Our Father's late Behaviour and Diſcourſe 
Unite to raiſe Suſpicions in my Mind 
Of his Deſigns? Haſt thou not yet obſerv'd, 
That tho? at firſt he favour'd England's Troops, 
When they late landed on our fertile Shore, 
Proclaim'd his Approbation of their March, 
Convoy'd their Stores, protected them from Hart, 
Nay, put them in Poſſeſſion of Detroit; 
And join'd to fill the Air with loud Huzza's 
When England's Flag was planted on its Walls? 
Yer, ſince, he ſeems diſpleas'd at their Succeſs, 
Thinks himſelf injured, treated with Neglect 
By their Commanders, as of no Account, 
As one ſubdu'd and conquer'd with the French, 
As one, whoſe Right to Empire now is loſt, 
And he become a Vaſſal of their Power, 
Inſtead of an Ally. At this he's mov'd, 
And in his Royal Boſom glows Revenge, 
Which I ſuſpect will ſudden burſt and ſpread 
Like Lightning from the Summer's burning Cloud, 
That inſtant ſets whole Foreſts in a Blaze. 
Chzkitan. Something like this I have indeed per- 
ceiv*d | 
And this explains what I but now beheld, 
Returning from the Chace, myſelf concealed, 
Our Royal Father baſking in the Shade, 
His Looks ſevere, Revenge was in his Eyes, 
All his great Soul ſeem'd mounted in his Face, 
And bent on ſomething hazardous and great. 
With penſive Air he view'd the Foreſt round; 
1 Smote 


Smote on his Breaſt as if oppreſs'd with Wrongs, 

With Indignation ſtamp'd upon the Ground; 

Extended then and ſhook his mighty Arm, 

As in Defiance of a coming Foe ; 

Then like the hunted Elk he forward ſprung, 

As tho? to trample his Aſſailants down. 

The broken Accents murmur'd from his Tongue, | 

As rumbling Thunder from a diſtant Cloud, 

Diſtinct I heard, . Tis fix'd, I'll be reveng'd; 

« I will make War; I'll drown this Land in Blood.“ 

He diſappear'd like the freſh-ſtarted Roe 

Purſu'd by Hounds o'er rocky Hills and Dales, 

That inſtant leaves the anxious Hunter's Eye ; 

Such was his Speed towards the other Chiefs. ' 
Philip. He's gone to ſound their Minds to Peace 8 

and War, | 8 

And learn who'll join the Hazards i in his Cauſe, 

The Fox, the Bear, the Eagle, Otter, Wolf, 

And other valiant Princes of the Empire, 

Have late reſorted hither for ſome End 

Of common Import. Time will ſoon reveal 

Their ſecret Counſels and their fix*d Decrees. 

Peace has its Charms for thoſe who love their Eaſe, 

But active Souls like mine delight in Blood. 
Chekitan. Should War be wag'd, what Diſcords 

may we fear 

Among ourſelves? The powerful Moba King 

Will ne'er conſent to fight againſt the Eugliſb, 

Nay more, will join them as a firm Ally, 

And influence other Chiefs by his Example, 

To muſter all their Strength againſt our Father. 

Fathers perhaps will fight againſt their Sens, 


And 
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And neareſt Friends purſue each other's Lives; 
Blood, Murder, Death, and Horror will be rife, 
Where Peace and Love, and Friendſhip triumph now. 
Pbilip. Such ſtale Conjectures ſmell of Cowardice. 

Our Father's Temper ſhews us the reverſe 
All Danger he defies, and, once reſolv'd, 

No Arguments will move him to relent, 

No Motives change his Purpoſe of Revenge, 

No Prayers prevail upon him to delay 

The Execution of his fix'd Deſign : 

Like the ſtarv'd Tyger in Purſuit of Prey, 

No Oppoſition will retard his Courſe ; 

Like the wing'd Eagle that looks down on n 
All Hindrances are little in his Eye, 

And his great Mind knows not the Pain of Fear. 

Chekitan, Such Hurricanes of Courage often lead 

To Shame and Diſappointment in the End, 

And tumble blindfold on their own Diſgrace. 

True Valour's flow, deliberate, and cool, 
Conſiders well the End, the Way, the Means, 
And weighs each Circumſtance attending then, | 
— Dangers it detects, 
And guards itſelf againſt all real Evils, 
But here Teneſco comes with Speed important; 
His Looks and Face preſage us ſomething new, 

Teneſco. Hail, noble Youth! the News of your 
Return 

And great Succeſs has reach'd your Father's Ears, 
Great is his Joy ; but ſomething more 1mportant 
Seems to reſt heavy on his anxious Mind, 

And he commands your Preſence at his Cabbin. 


Philip. 
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Philip. We will attend his Call with utmoſt Speed, | {14 
Nor wait Refreſhment after our Day's Toil [Exeunt, 1 


DO Cor ME II. 
Ponteach's Cabbin. 


Ponteach, Philip, Chekitan, and Teneſeo. 


| Ponteach, . 
Y Sons, and truſty Counſellor Teneſco, ll 
IVI As the ſweet ſmelling Roſe, when yet a Bud, We 
Lies cloſe conceal'd, till Time and the Sun's Warmth | i 
Hath ſwell'd, matur'd, and brought it forth to View, b 
So theſe my Purpoſes I now reveal b 
Are to be kept with You, on pain of Death, bf; 
Till Time hath ripen'd my aſpiring Plan, 
And Fortune's Sunſhine ſhall diſcloſe the Whole; 
Or ſhould we fail, and Fortune prove perverſe, 
Let it be never known how far we fail'd, 
Leſt Fools ſhou'd triumph, or our Foes rejoice. 
Teneſco. The Life of great Deſigns is Secrecy, 
And in Affairs of State 'tis Honour's Guard; 
For Wiſdom cannot form a Scheme ſo well, 
But Fools will laugh if it ſhould prove abortive ; 
And our Deſigns oace known, our Honour's made 
Dependent on the Fickleneſs of Fortune, . 
Philip. What may your great and ſecret Purpoſe be, 
T hat thus requires Concealment in its Birth ? 
Ponteach. To raiſe the Hatchet from its ſhort Re- 
pole, 
Brighten its . and ſtain it deep with Blood; 
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To ſcourge my proud, infulting, haughty Foes; 
To enlarge my Empire; which will ſoon be yours: 
Your Intereſt, Glory, Grandeur, I conſult, 

And therefore hope with Vigour you'll purſue 

And execute whatever I command: 

Cbetitan. When we refuſe Obedience to your Will, 
We are not wotthy to be call'd your Sons. 

Philip. If we inherit not our Father's Valour, 

We never can deſerve to ſhare his Empire. 

Teneſco. Spoke like yourſelves, the Sons of Ponteach; 
Strength, Courage, and Obedience form the Soldier; 
And the firm Bate of all true Greatneſs lay. 

Ponteach. Our Empire now is large, our Forces 

ſtrong, 


Our Chiefs are wiſe, our Warriors nals Men; 


We all are furniſh'd with the beſt of Arms, 


And all things requiſite to curb a Foe 


And now's our Time, if ever, to ſecure 

Our Country, Kindred, Empire, all that's dear; 
From theſe Invaders of our Rights, the Engliſh, 
And fer their Bounds towards the riſing Sun. 
Long have I ſeen with a ſuſpicious Eye 

The Strength and growing Numbers of the French ; 


Their Forts and Settlements Pve view'd as Snakes 


Oi mortal Bite, bound by the Winter Froſt, 


Which in ſome future warm reviving Day 
Would ſtir and hiſs, and ſpit their Poiſon forth, 
And ſpread Deſtruction through our happy Land. 
Where are we now? The French are all ſubdued, 
But who are in their Stead become our Lords? 


A proud, imperions, churliſh, haughty Band. 


The 
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The French familiarized themſelves with us, 
Srudied our Tongue, and Manners, wore our Dreſs, 
Married our Daughters, and our Sons their Maids, 
Dealt honeſtly, and well ſupplied our Wants, 
Uſed no One ill, and treated with Reſpect 
Our Kings, our Captains, and our aged Men; 
Call'd us their Friends, nay, what is more, their 

Children, 

And ſeem'd like Fathers anxious for our Welfare. 
Whom ſee we now? their haughty Conquerors 
Poſleſs'd of every Fort, and Lake, and Paſs, 
Big with their Victories ſo often gain'd; 
On us they look with deep Contempt and Scorn, 
Are falſe, deceitful, knaviſh, inſolent; | 
Nay think us conquered, and our Country theirs, 
Without a Purchaſe, or ev'n aſking for it. 
With Pleaſure I wou'd call their King my Faend, 
Yea, honour and obey him as my Father; 
I'd be content, would he keep his own Sea, 
And leave theſe diſtant Lakes and Streams to us; 
Nay I would pay him Homage, if requeſted, 
And furniſh Warriors to ſupport his Cauſe, 
But thus to loſe my Country and my Empire, 
To be a Vaſſal to his low Commanders, 
Treated with Diſreſpect and public Scorn 
By Knaves, by Miſcreants, Creatures of his Power; 
Can this become a King like Ponteach, 
. Whoſe Empire's meaſured only by the Sun ? 
No, I'll aſſert my Right, the Hatchet raiſe, 


And drive theſe Britons hence like frighted Deer, 
& Deſtroy 
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Deſtroy their Forts, and make them rue the Day 

That to our fertile Land they found the Way. 
Teneſco. No Contradiction to your great Deſign; 

But will not ſuch Proceeding injure us? 

Where is our Trade and Commerce to be carry'd ? 

For they're poſſeſs'd of all the Country round, 

Or whence Supplies of Implements for War? 
Ponteacb. Whence? Take them from our conquered 

running Foes. 

Their Fortreſſes are Magazines of Death, 

Which we can quickly turn againſt themſelves 

And when they're driven to cheir deſtin'd Bounds, 

Their Love of Gain will ſoon renew their Trade. 

The heartleſs French, whene'er they ſee us conquer, 

Will join their little Force to help us on. 

Nay many of their own brave truſty Soldiers, 


In Hope of Gain, will give us their Aſſiſtance; 


For Gain's their great Commander, and will lead them 
W here their brave Generals cannot force their March: 
Some have engag*d, when they ſee hope of Plunder, 
In ſly Diſguiſe to kill their Countrymen. 

Chekitan, Theſe Things indeed are * and 


fair, 
And ſeem a Prelude to our full Succeſl, 
But will not many Indian Chiefs refuſe 
To join the Liſts, and hold themſelves oblig*d 
T*affiſt the Foe when hardly preſs'd by us? 


Ponteach. I've ſounded all their Minds; there's but 
à few 


That are not warm and hearty in dur nt, 
Andthoſe faint Hearts we'll puniſh at our Leiſure : 


For 
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For hither tends my Purpoſe; to ſubdue - 
The Tribes who now their annual Homage pay 
To the imperious haughty Mohawk Chief, 
Whoſe Pride and Inſolence *tis Time to curb. 
He ever boaſts the Greatneſs of his Empire, 
The Swiftneſs, Skill and Valour of his Warriors, 
His former Conqueſts, and his freſh Exploits, 
The Terror of his Arms in diſtant Lands, 
And on a Footing puts himſelf with me, 
For Wiſdom to contrive, and Power to do. 
Such a proud Rival muſt not breath the Air; 
PI die in fighting, or Ill reign alone 
O'er every Indian Nation, Tribe, and Chief. 
But this in ſolemn Silence we conceal, 
Till they're drawn in to fight the common Foe, 
Then from my Face, the ſly Diſguiſe Ill caſt, 
And ſhew them Ponteach to their Surprize. 
Teneſco. Thy Plan is wiſe, and may J at- 
tend it; 
May all the warlike numerous Tribes unite, 
Nor ceaſe ro conquer while thou haſt a Foe ! 
Then may they join and own thee for their Sovereign, 
Pay full Submiſſion to "hy ſcepter'd Arm, 
And univerſal Empire be thy own! 
Chekitan. Would you the Mohawk Emperor diſ- 
pleaſe, 
And wage a bloody War, by which you made 
Him ad his num'rous Tribes your certain Foes ? 
Ponteack. Moſt of his Tribes will welcome the 
Propoſal ; N 
For long their galled Necks have felt the Yoke, 
C2 Long 


— OE 
e 


Die 
- 


— —— on — — > 
p< en RR Prone pau — avg res wy Ly 
rr OY 
INF 


n 


ES 


26 FORTE ACH. 
Long wiſh'd for Freedom from his partial Sway, 
In favour of the proud incroaching Britens. 
Nay, they have oft, in ſpite of his Diſpleaſure, 


Ruſh'd forth like Wolves upon their naked Borders, 


And now, like Tygers broken from their Chains, 
They'll glut themſelves, and revel in their Blood. 


Philip. Myſelf will undertake to make even Hen. 
drict | 


Our zealous Friend againſt the common Foe ; 
His ſtrong Attachment to them I'll diſſolve, 
And make him rage, and thirſt for 9 on 
them. 
Penteach. This would be doing Honour to _— 
And make thee worthy of thy Father's Crown. 


The ſecret Means I will not now inquire, 
Nor doubt but thus engag'd you will perform. 


The Chiefs in part are knowing to my Purpoſe, 

And think of nought but War, and Blood, and 
Plunder, 

Till in full Council we declare our Pleaſure. 

But firſt my laſt Night's Dream I will relate, 


Which much diſturb'd my weary anxious Mind, 


And muſt portend ſome ſignal grand Event 


Of Good or Evil both to me or mine. 


On yonder Plain I faw the lordly Elk 


Snuffing the empty Air ia ſeeming Sport, 


Toſſing his Head aloft, as if in Pride 
Of his great Bulk and nervous active Limbs, 
And Scorn of every Beaſt that haunts the Wood. 


With mighty Stride he travelled to and fro, 
| And as he moy'd his Size was ſtill increas'd, 


Till 
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Till his wide Branches reached above the Trees, 
And his extended Trunk acroſs the Plain. 
The other Beaſts beheld with wild Amaze, 
Stood trembling round, nor dare they to approach- 
Till the fierce Tyger yell'd the loud Alarm, 
When Bears, Cats, Wolves, Panthers, and Porcupines, 
And other Beaſts of Prey, with Force united 
And ſavage Rage, attack'd the common Foe. 
But as the buſking Bull, when Summer Flies, 
With keeneſt Sting diſturb the grazing Herd, 
Stands careleſs in ſome ſhady cool Retreat, 
And from his Sides ſweeps the invenom'd Mites, 
Or ſhakes them with a Stamp into the Duſt 
So he unmov'd amidſt their Clamours ſtood, 
Trampled and ſpurn'd them with his Hoofs and Horns, 
Till all diſpers'd in wild Diſorder fled, 
And left him Maſter of th' extended Plain. 
Teneſco, This Dream no doubt is full of ſome great 
Meaning, 
And in it bears the Fate of your Deſign, 
But whether good or ill, to me's a Secret. 
Philip, It ne'er was counted ill to dream of Elks, 
But always thought portentous of Succels, 
Of happy Life, and Victories in War, 
Or Fortune good when we attempt the Chace. 
Chekitan, Such is the common Say; but here the 
Size 
And all the Circumſtances are uncommon, 
And therefore can contain no common Meaning: 
I fear theſe Things portend no Good to us, 


That Miſchiefs lurk like Serpents in the Graſs, 
C3 Whoſe 
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Whoſe pois' nous deadly Bite precedes all Warning. 
That this Deſign will end in mighty Ruin 
To us and ours, Diſcord among our Friends, 
And Triumph to our Foes. 7 
Philip. A valiant Hero 
Thou always waft a Coward, and hated War, 
And lov'ſt to loll on the ſoft Lap of Peace. 
Thou arta very Woman in thy Heart, 
And talk'ſt of Snakes and Bugbears in the Dark, 
Till all is Horror and Amaze about thee, 
And even thy own Shadow makes thee tremble. 
Chekitan. Is there no Courage in delib'rate Wiſdom ? 
Is all rank Cowardice but Fire and Fury? 
Is it all womaniſh to re-conſider 
And weigh the Conſequences of our Actions, 
Before we deſperately ruſh upon them? 
Let me then be the Coward, a mere Woman, 
Mine be the Praiſe of Coolneſs, yours of Rage. 
Ponteach. Peace, Peace, my Sons, nor let this caſual 
Strife | 
Divide your Hearts ; both mean the common Good ; 
Go Hand in Hand to conquer and promote it. 
IN to our worthy Doctor and the Prieſt, 
Who for our Souls Salvation come from France; 
They ſure can ſolve the Myſteries of Fate, 
And all the Secrets of a Dream explain; 
Mean while, Teneſco, warn the other Chiefs 
That they attend my Call within an Hour. 
Zxeunt Pont. & Teneſco. 
Philip. My Warmth perhaps has carried me too far, 
But it's not in me to be cool and backward 
To act or ſpeak when Kingdoms are the Prize. 
My 
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My Blood runs high at the ſweet Sound of Empire, 
Such as our Father s Plan enſures to us, 
And I'm impatient of the leaſt Delay. 
Cbetitan. Thy Fire thou haſt a Right to ſtile a Virtue; 
Heat is our Friend when kept l due Bounds, 
But if unbridled and allowed to rage, 
It burns and bliſters, torments, and conſumes, 
And, Torrent like, ſweeps every Comfort by. 
Think if our Father's Plan ſhould prove abortive, 
Our Troops repuls'd, or in th' Encounter ſlain, 
Where are our conquer'd Kingdoms then to ſhare, 
Where are our Vict'ries, Trophies, Triumphs, Crowns, 
That dazzle in thy Eye, and ſwell thy Heart; 
That nerve thy Arm, and wing thy Feet to War 
With this impetuous Violence and Speed? 
Creſt-fallen then, our native Empire loſt, 
In captive Chains we drag a wretched Life, 
Or fly inglorious from the conquering Foe 
To barren Mountains from this fertile Land, 
There to repent our Folly when too late, 
In Anguiſh mourn, and curſe our wretched Fate. 
Philip. But why ſo much of Miſchiefs that may happen? 
Theſe are mere Poſſibilities at moſt 
Creatures of Thought, which ne'er can be Objections, 
In valiant Minds, to any great Artempe ; : 
They're empty Echoes of a tim'rous Soul, 
Like Bubbles driv'n by the tempeſtuous Storm, 
The Breath of Reſolution ſweeps them off. 
Nor doſt thou judge them ſolid from thy Heart, 
I know the ſecret Motive in thy Breaſt, 
Thus to oppoſe our Father's great Deſign, 
Pp from an Undertaking to > diſſuade, 
C 4 
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In which thoul't ſhare the Profit and the Glory. 
Hendrick, the King of Mchawks, hath a Daughter, 
With whom I ſaw you dailying in the Shade, 
And thought you then a Captive to her Charms. 
The bright Monelia hangs upon thy Heart, 
And ſoftens all the Paſſions of thy Soul; 
Her thou think'ſt loſt ſhould we. proclaim a War, 
In which the King her Father will not join. 
Chekitan. What if I have a Value for Monelia, 
Is it a Crime? Does ſhe not merit Love 
From all who fee her move, or hear her ſpeak ? 
Philip. True, ſhe is engaging, has a charming 
Air; 
And if thy Love is fix'd, I will aſfiſt it, 
And put thee in Poſſeſſion of the Joy 
That thou deſireſt more than Crowns and Empire. 
Chekitan. As how, dear Philip ? Should we wage 
a War 
Which Hendrick diſapproves, the Prize is loſt. 
Not Empires then could make Monelia mine; 
All Hopes are daſh'd upon that fatal Rock; 
Nor Gold, nor Prayers, nor Tears, nor Promiſes, 
Nor all the Engin'ry of Love at Work, 
Could ſave a fingle Moment of my Joy. 
Philip. Yes, I will fave it all, and make her thine, 
Act but thy Part, and do as I preſcribe, 
In Peace or War thou ſhalt poſſeſs the Prize. 
Chekitan, Thy Words revive my rns 
Heart. 
What muſt Jact? or which Way wb [ turn ? 
I'll brave all Dangers, every Ill defy, | 
| | | Ri que 
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Riſque Life itſelf, to call Monelia mine. | 
Help me, my Philip, and Ill be thy Slave, 
Reſign my Share of Empire to thy Hand, 
And lay a Claim to nothing but Monelia. 
Philip. Rewards I do not aſk ; I am thy Brother, 
And hold my Kindneſs to thee as a Debt. 
| Thou knovw'ſt J have engag'd to bring king Hendrick 
To join the Lifts, and fight againſt our Foes, 
To rouſe him to Revenge, and Rage, and War, 
And make him zealous in the common Cauſe. 
Nay, with uncommon Fury he ſhall rave, 
And urge his Warriors on to Blood and Murder. 
When this is done, Menelia may be thine, 
Hendrick will court Alliance to our Tribe, 
And joy to call great Penteach's Son his own, 
Chetitan. But ſhould you fail in theſe Attempts, 
and he 
Prove obſtinately fix'd againſt the War, 
Where's then Monelia? where is Chekitan ? 
My Hopes are vlaſted, all my Joys are fled, 
Like the vain Phantoms of a Midnight Dream, 
Are ſcattered like the Duft before a Whirlwind, 
And all my Soul is left a Void for Pain, 
Vexation, Madneſs, Phrenſy, and Deſpair, 
And all the Pains of diſappointed Love. 
Better I ne*er had flattered my fond Heart, 
Nor ſooth'd my Mind with Proſpects of my Joy, 
Than thus to periſh on the Point of Hope. 
Philip. Leave all to me; I've ſo concerted Matters, 
That I defy ev'n Fate to diſappoint me. 


Exert thyſelf, and to Monelia go, 
Before 
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Before th' aſſembled Chiefs in Council meet; 
Urge it to her, and to her Brother Torax, 
That ſhould their Father prove refractory, 
Withdraw himſelf, and order his Domeſticks 
To haſten home at News of our Deſign ; 
Urge it, I fay, to them; Torax loves War; 
To linger here in Hopes of his Return, 


Which tell them I'll effect ere twice the Sun 


Has run the Circuit of his daily Race. 
Here they may loiter careleſs, range the Woods, 


As tho? the Noiſe of War had not been heard. 


This will give full Succeſs to both our Wiſhes: 
Thoul't gain the Prize of Love, and I of Wrath, 
In favour to our Family and State. . 
Thoul't tame the Turtle, I ſhall rouſe the Tyg cer; 
The one will ſoothe thy Soul to ſoft Repoſe, 
The other prove a Terror to our Foes. 

Chekitan. I fee the ſubtle Argument thou'lt uſe, 
And how thou'lt work upon the old King's Weak- 

nels, 

Thoul'r ſet his ſtrong Affection for his Children 
At War againſt his Kindneſs for our Foes, 
By urging their Attachment to our Cauſe, 
That they'll endure ev'n Baniſhment and Death, 
Rather than ceaſe to be our ſtedfaſt Friends. 

Philip. All this I'll urge, nay more, 1 will convince 

him, | 

Theſe Foes to us can be no Friends to him; 
I'll thunder in his Ears their growing Power, 
Their Villainies and Cheats upon his Subjects: 
That their fair Shew of Love is foul Diſguiſe ; 
That in their Hearts they hate the Name of Indians, 
And 
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And court his Friendſhip only for their Profit , 
That when no longer he ſubſerves their Ends, 
He may go whiſtle up ſome other Friends. 


Chekitan, This muſt alarm and bring him to our 


Mind. 
III haſten to my Charge with utmoſt Speed, 
Strain every Nerve, and every Power exert ; 
Plead, promiſe, fwearlike any Chriſtian Trader; 
But I'll detain them till our Ends are anſwer'd, 
And you have won their Father to our Purpoſe. 
[ Exif, 
Philip, ſolus. 

Oh! what a wretched Thing is a Man in Love! 

All Fear— all Hope — all Diffidence— all Faith — 


Diſtruſts the greateſt Strength, depends on Straws— 


Soften'd, unprovident, diſarm'd, unman'd, 
Led blindfold; every Power denies its Aid, 
And every Paſſion's but a Slave to this; 
Honour, Revenge, Ambition, Intereſt, all 
Upon its Altar bleed— Kingdoms and Crowns 
Are lighted and contemn'd, and all the Ties 
Of Nature are diſſolv'd by this poor Paſſion ; 
Once have I felt its Poiſon in my Heart, 
When this ſame Chekitan a, Captive led 

The fair Donanta from the Illinois; 

I ſaw, admir'd, and lov'd the charming Maid, 
And as a Favour aſk'd her from his Hands, 
But he refus'd and ſold her for a Slave. 

My Love is dead, but my Reſentment lives, 
And now's my Time to let the Flame break forth, 
For while I pay this antient Debt of Vengeance, 
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I'll ferve my Country, and advance myſelf. 

He loves Monelia— Hendrick muſt be won 
Monelia and her Brother both muſt bleed 
This is my Vengeance on her Lover's Head 
Then Pl] affirm, twas done by Engliſbmen.— 
And to gain Credit both with Friends and Foes, 
Pll wound myſelf, and ſay that I receiv'd it 
By ſtriving to aſſiſt them in the Combat. 

This will rouſe Hendricł's Wrath, and arm his Troops 
To Blood and Vengeance on the common Fce. 
And further ſtill my Profit may extend; 

My Brother's Rage will lead kim into Danger, 
And, he cut off, the Empire's all my own. 
Thus am I fix'd; my Scheme of Goodneſs laid, 
And Fl effect it, tho* thro' Blood I wade, 

To deſpgrate Wounds apply a deſperate Cure, 
And to tall Strectures lay Foundations ſure; 

To Fame and Empire hence my Courſe I bend, 
And every Step I take ſhall thither tend. 


End of the Second ACT. 


TC TI I. 
> N EE 1 
A Foref. 


Chekitan ſceing Torax and Monelia coming towards them, 


8 the the young Hunter, anxious in the Chace, 
With beating Heart and quivering Hand eſpies 


The wiſh'd for Game, and trembles for th' Event, 
80 


A-TRA GED, 
So I behold the bright Monelia's Steps, FP 
Whom anxiouſly Iv'e ſought, approach this way 
What ſhall I ſay ? or how ſhall I accoſt her? 
It is a fatal Minute to miſtake in. 
The Joy or Grief of Life depends upon't; 
It is the important Criſis of my Fate. 
I've thought a thouſand things to ſay and do, 
But know not which to ſay or do the firſt. | 
Shall J begin with my old Tale of Love? 
Or ſhall I ſhock her with the News of War ? 
Muſt I put on the Face of Joy or Grief? 
Seem unconcern'd or fuil of Doubts and Fears ? 
How unprepar'd I am for the Encounter ? 
I'd rather ſtand againſt an Hoſt of Foes— 
But ſhe draws near, and Fate muſt guide me — 


Baton 33 and Monelia, 


Where tepd your Steps with ſuch an Air of Joy? 

Torax. To view the Beauties of th' extended Lake, 
And on its moſſy Bank recline at Eaſe, 

While we behold the Sports of Fiſh and Fowl, 
Which in this Calm no doubt will be diverting. 
And theſe are new Amuſements to Monelia, 
She never ſaw the Sea or Lakes before. 
Chekitan I'm glad our Country's aught to give ſuch 
Pleaſure 
To one deſervedly ſo welcome in it. 

Monetia, That I am welcome you have oft aſſur'd me, 
That I deſerve it you may be miſtaken. | 
The outſide Shew, the Form, the Dreſs, the Air, 
That pleaſe at firſt Acquaintance, oft deceive us, 
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And prove more Mimickers of true Deſert, 

Which always brightens by a further Trial, 

Appears more lovely as we know it better, 

At leaſt can never ſuffer by Acquaintance. 

Perhaps then you To-morrow will deſpiſe 

What you eſteem to Day, and call deſerving. 
Ckekitan. My Love to you, Monelia, cannot change. 

Your Beauty, like the Sun, for ever pleaſes, 

And like the Earth, my Love can never move. 
Monelia. The Earth itſelf is ſometimes known to 

ſhake, 


And the bright Sun by cad is oft conceal'd, 


And gloomy Night ſucceeds the Smiles of Day; 
So Beauty oft by fouleſt Faults is veil'd, 

And after one ſhort Blaze admir'd no more, 

Loſes its Luſtre, drops its ſparkling Charms, 

The Lover ſickens, and his Paſſion dies. 

Nay worſe, he hates what he ſo doted on. 

Time only proves the Truth of Worth and Love, 
The one may be a Cheat, the other change, 

And Fears, and Jealouſies, and mortal Hate, 


Succeed the Sunſhine of the warmeſt Paſſion. 


Chekitan. Have I not vow'd my Love to you, 
Monelia, 


And open'd all the Weakneſs of my Heart? 


Vou cannot think me falſe and inſincere, 

When I repeat my Vows to love you ſtill; 

Each time I fee you move, or hear you ſpeak, 

It adds freſh Fuel to the growing Flame. 

You're like the riſing Sun, whoſe Beams increaſe 


As he advances upward to our View ;. 
| 5 We 
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We gaze with growing Wonder till we're blind, 
And every Beauty fades and dies but his. 
Thus ſhall I always view your growing Charm, 
And every Day and Hour with freſh Delight. 
Witneſs thou Sun and Moon, and Stars above, 
Witneſs ye purling Streams and quivering Lakes, 
Witneſs ye Groves and Hills, and Springs and Plains, 
Witneſs ye Shades, and the cool Fountain, where 
I firſt eſpied the Image of her Charms, 
And ſtarting ſaw her on th' adjacent Bank, 
If I to my Monelia prove untrue, 

Monelia. Hoh! now your Talk is fo much like a 

Chriſtian's, 
That I muſt be excus'd if I diſtruſt you, 
And think your fair Pretences all deſigning. 
I once was courted by a ſpruce young Blade, 
A lac'd Coat Captain, warlike, active, gay, 
| Cockaded Hat and Medal on his Breaft, 
And every thing was clever bur his Tongue ; 
He ſwore he lov'd, O! how he ſwore he lov'd, 
Call'd on his God and Stars to witneſs for him, 
Wiſh'd he might die, be blown to Hell and dama'd, 
If ever he lov'd Woman ſo before: 
Call'd me his Princeſs, Charmer, Angel, Goddeſs, 
Swore nothing elſe was ever half ſo pretty, 
So dear, ſo ſweet, ſo much to pleaſe his Taſte, 
He kiſs'd, he ſqueez'd, and preſs'd me to his Boſom, 
Vow'd nothing could abate his ardent Paſſion, 
Swore he ſhould die, ſhould drown, or hang himſelf, 
Could not exiſt if I denied his Suit, 
Aad ſaid a thouſand Things I cannot Name: 
| My 
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48 E: 
My ſimple Heart, made ſoft by fo much Heat, 
Half gave Conſent, meaning to be lis Bride. 
The Moment thus unguarded, he embrac'd, 
And impudently aſk'd to ſtain my Virtue, 
With juſt Diſdain I puſh'd him from my Arms. 
And let him know he'd kindled my Reſentment; 
The Scene was chang'd from Sunſhine to a Storm, 
O! then he curs'd, and ſwore, and damn'd, and ſunk, 
Call'd me proud Bitch, pray'd Heav'n to blaſt my 
Soul, 


Wiſh'd Furies, Hell, and Devils had my Body, 


To ſay no more; bid me begone in Haſte 
Without the ſmalleſt Mark of his Affection. 
This was an Engliſhman, a Chriſtian Lover. 
| Chekitan. Would you compare an Indian Prince to 
thoſe foe 
Whoſe Trade it is to cheat, deceive, and flatter ? 
W ho rarely ſpeak the Meaning of their Hearts ? 
W hoſe Tongues are full of Promiſes and Vows ? 
Whole very Language is a downright Lie? 
Who ſwear and call on Gods when they mean nothing? 
Who call it complaiſant, polite good Brecding, 
To ſay Ten thouſand things they don't intend, 
And tell their neareſt F rare the baſeſt Falſchoods? 
I know you cannot think me ſo perverſe, 
Such Baſeneſs dwells not in an /ndian's Heart, 
And l'll convince you that I am no Chriſtian. 


Monelia. Then do not ſwear, nor vow, nor pro- 
miſe much, 


An honeſt Heart needs none of this Parade; 


Its Senſe ſteals ſoftly to the liſtning Ear, 


And 
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And Love, like a rich Jewel we moſt value; 
When we ourſelves by Chance eſpy its Blaze 
And none proclaims where we may find the Prize. 
_ Miſtake me not, I don't impeach your Honour, 
Nor think you undeſerving my Eſteem ; 
When our Hands join you may repeat your Love; 
But fave theſe Repetitions from the Tongue. 
Chekitan, Forgive me, if my Fondneſs is too preſſing, 
$ Tis Fear, *tis anxious Fear, that makes it ſo. 
Monelia. What do you fear? have I not ſaid enough? 
Or would you have me ſwear ſome Chriſtian Oath ? 
: Chekitan, No, but I fear our Love will be oppos'd, 
Your Father will forbid our Hands to join. 
Monelia. I cannot think it; you are Punteach's San, 
Heir to an Empire large and rich as his. 
Cbekitan. True; but your Father is a Friend to 
Britons, 
And mine a Foe, and now is fix'd on War; 
Immediate- War: This Day the Chiefs aſſemble, 
To raiſe the Hatcher, and to arm the Troops. 
Monelia. Then 1 muſt leave your Realm, and bid 
Adieu, 
In ſpite of your fond Paſſion, or my own ; 
For I can never diſoblige my Father, 
Though by it I were ſure to gain an Empire. 
Cbekitau. Then Chekitan*s undone, undone for ever; 
Unleſs your Father by kind Fate is mov'd 
To be our Friend, and join the Liſts with mine. 
Torax. Nothing would pleaſe me better; I love 
War, 
And think it time to curb the Engl Pride, 
| D And 
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And give a check to their increaſing Power. 
The Land is ravag'd by their numerous Bands, 
And every Day they're growing more our Lords, 
Chekitan. Are you ſincere, or do you feign this Speech? 
Torax. Indeed my Tongue does not bely my Heart; 
And but my Father's wrong-turn'd Policy 
Forbids, I'd inſtant join in War with you, 
And help to ſer new Limits to their Power. 
Cbelitan. Tis . if they proceed, nor you 
nor! 
Shall rule an Empire, or poſſeſs a Crown, 
Our Countries all will ſoon become a Prey 
To Strangers; we perhaps ſhall be their Slaves. 
But will your Father be convinc'd of this? 
Torax. I doubt he'll not. The good old Man 
eſteems 
And dotes upon them as moſt mk Friends; 
I've told him often that he cheriſh'd Serpeats 
To bite his Children, and deſtroy his Friends, 
But this he calls the Folly of my Youth, 
Bids me be ſilent, ſhew Reſpect to Age, 
Nor ſow Sedition in my Father's Empire, 
Chekitan. Stiff as he is, he yet may be ſubdued 
And I've a Power prepar'd that will attack him. 
Should he refuſe his Aid to our Deſign, 
Retire himſelf, and bid his Troops to follow, 
Yet Philip ſtands engag'd for his Return, 
Ere twice the Sun hath riſ'n and bleſt the Earth. 
Philip is eloquent, and ſo prepar d, 
He cannot fail to bend him to our Purpoſe. 


You and Moxelia have a Part to act; 
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To linger here, ſhould he in Haſte retreat | 
Till Philip follows and employs his Force. 
Your Stay will add new Life to the Deſign, 
And be of mighty Weight to gain Succeſs, 

Monelia, How ſhall we tarry midſt the Noiſe of 

War, 

In Danger of our Lives from Friends and Foes ; 
This will be deem'd a Madneſs by our Father, 
And will deſerve his moſt ſevere Rebuke. 

Chekitan. Myſelf will be a Sponſor for your Safety; 
And ſhould your Father baffle our Attempts, 
Conduct you home from all the Noiſe of War, 
Where may you long in Peace and Plenty ſmile, 
While I return to mourn my hapleſs Fate. 

But ſhould Succeſs attend on Philip's Purpoſe, 
Your Father will not diſcommend your Stay, 
But ſmiling give new Vigour to the War ; 
Which being ended, and our Fots ſubdu'd, 
The happy Fruits of Peace ſucceed to all, 

But we ſhall taſte the greater Sweets of Love. 

Torax. The Purport of our Stay is hid from me, 
But Philip's ſubtle, crafty as the Fox, 

We'll give full Scope to his inticing Art, - 

And _ him what we can to take the Prey. 
Monelia. In your Protection then I truſt myſelf, 
Nor will delay beyond th' appointed Term, 
Leſt anxious Fears poſſeſs our Father's Heart, 

Or Miſchiefs happen that incur his Anger. 

Torax. It is agreed ; we now purſue our Walk ; 
Mean t time conſult what elſe may be of Uſe, 

D 2 * 
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You're pain'd with Love, and I'm in Pain for War, 
[ Exeunt. 
Chekitan ſolus, The Game is ſure—Her Brother's on 
my Side— 
Her wag and my own-—My Force is ſtrong— 
But could her Father now be rous'd to War, 
How ſhould I triumph and defy even Fate ? 
But Fortune favours all advent'rous Souls: 
Fll now to Philip; tell him my Succeſs, 
And rouſe up every Spark of Vigour in him : 
He will conceive freſh Hopes, and be more 
zealous. 


N II. 
Ponteach's Cabbin. 
Ponteach an Indian Conjurer, and French Priaſt. 


Ponteach. 
ELLI have you found the Secret of my 
Dream, 
By all your Cries, and Howls, and ons, « and 


Prayers ? 

Or is the Meaning ſtill conceal'd from Man, 
And only known to Genii and the Gods? 

Conjurer. Two Hours Pve lain within the ſultry 

Stove, 
While Floods of Sweat run trickling from my Skinz 
With Howls and Cries and all the Force of Sound 
Have I invok'd your Genius and my own, 
Smore on my Breaſt, and beat againſt my Head, 
To move an Anſwer, and the Secret learn. 
5 But 
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But all in vain, no Anſwer can I have, | 
Till I firſt learn what ſecret Purpoſes 
And great Deſigns are brooding in your Mind. 
Prieſt, At our pure Virgin's Shrine I've bow'd my 
'. Knee, 
And there in fervent Prayer pour'd out my - Souls 
Call*d on Saint Peter, call'd on all the Saints 
That know the Secrets both of Heaven and Earth, 
And can reveal what Gods themſelves can do: | 
Pve us'd the Arts of our moſt holy Mother, 
Which I receiv'd when I forſook the World, 
And gave myſelf to Holineſs and Heaven; 
Bur can't obtain the Secret of your Dream, 
Till I firſt know the Secrets of your Heart, 
Or what you hope or wiſh to be effected. 
"Tis on theſe Terms we learn the Will of God, 
What Good or Ill awaits on Kings or Kingdoms 
And without this, St. Peter's Self can't ell 
But at a Dream like yours would be confounded, 
Ponteach. Vou' re well agreed—Our Gods are much 
alike— , | 
And I ſuſpe& both Rogues What! wont they tell! 
Should they betray my Scheme, the whole 1s blown, 
And yet I fain would know. _ PII charge them firſt, 
| : [ ide. 
Look here; if I diſcloſe a Secret to you, 
Tell it to none but ſilent honeſt Gods; 


Death to you both, if you reveal to Men, 
Both. We will, we will, the Gods alone ſhall know, 


Penteach, Know then that I have fix'd on N | 
War, 
D 3 To 


es nt 


1% 
4 
= 54 
* 
* 14 
FX 
— 
. 
*: 
4 - 
7 
5 7 
3 
3 
13 
5 
1 
1 
Fi 
141 
7 A 
| 
1. 
N. 17 
TY E 
4 bs 3 
* 1 
. $3 
137 
p27 
" : 
1 
&; 
= 
: 
ö 


N * 1 — — 6 
= 4 uh ; Fogg * e eee eee 
5 — err — FEES — a 
* _ — 
— — . * 
eee . n 7 ane — 


2 8 

— 8 
— * 
— ee 
gt C1 1 aA e. 8 8 


54 POT EACH: 
To drive theſe new Encroachers from my Country. 
For this I meant Yengage our ſeveral Tribes, 
And when our' Foes are driven to their Bounds, 
That we may ſtand and hold our Rights ſecure, 
Unite our Strength under one common Head, 
Whom all theſe Petty Kings muſt own their Lord, 
Not even Hendrick*s ſelf ſhall} be excuſed. 
This is my Purpoſe. Learn if it ſhall proper, 
Or will it end in Infamy and Shame? 
Conjurer. Smiting on his Breaſt, groaning, and mut- 
tering in his Cloak or Blanket, falls 
down upon the Ground, beats his Head 
againſt it, and pretends to liſten; then 
' riſes, and ſayswitharumbling hideous Voice, 
Succeſs and Victory ſhall attend your Arms 
You are the mighty Elk that none can conquer, 
And all the Tribes ſhall own you for their King. 
Thus, ſay the Geniz, does your Dream intend. 
Prieſt. (looking up to Heaven in a praying Peſture for 
@ ſmall Space, ſays) 
Had I but known you was reſolv'd on War, 
And War againſt thoſe Hereticks the Exgliſb, 
I need not to have aſk'd a God or Saint 
To ſignify the Import of your Dream. 
Your great Deſign ſhall have a proſperous End, 
"Tis by the Gods approv*d, and muſt ſucceed. 
Angels and Saints are dancing now in Heaven: 
Your Enemits are theirs, are hated by them, 
And they'll protect and help you as their Champion, 
That fights their Battles, and defends their Cauſe. 
Our great St Peter is himſelf a Warrior; 
. | He 
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He drew his Sword againſt ſuch Infidels, 


And now, like him, you'll gain immortal Honour, 

And Gods in Heaven and Saints on Earth will praiſe you. 
Ponteach, The Gods and Genii do as you have ſaid, 

I'll to the Chiefs, and haſten them to Arms. 

 [Exeunt Pont. & Conj. 

Prieſt, ſolus. 7 

This, by St. Peter, goes as I would have it. 

The Conjurer agreed with me to pump him, 

Or elſe deny to ſolve his dubious Viſion : 

But, that we've ſo agreed in our Reſponſes, 

Is all mere Providence, and rul'd by Heaven, 

To give us further Credit with this Indian. 

Now he is fix'd—will wage immediate War— 

This will be jayful News in France and Rome, 

That Ponteach is in Arms, and won't allow 

The Engliſb to poſſeſs their new-gain'd Empire: 

That he has ſlain their Troops, deſtroy'd their Forts, 

Expell'd them from the Lakes to their old Limits: 

That he prefers the Frencb, and will aſſiſt 

To repoſſeſs them of this fertile Land. 

By all the Saints, of this I'll make a Merit, 

Declare myſelf to be the wiſe Projector; 

This may advance me towards St. Peter's Chair, 

And theſe blind Infidels by Accident 

May have a Hand in making me a Pope 

But ſtop Won't this defeat my other Purpoſe, 

To gain the Mohawk Princeſs to my Wiſhes? 

No by the holy Virgin, III ſurpriſe her, 

And have one hearty Revel in her Charms. 

But now I'll haſten to this Indian Council; 

1 may do ſomething there that's à- propos. [ Exit. 
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nn. 
An Indian Senate-houſe, 


Ponteach, Teneſco, Philip, Aſtinaco, Bear, Wolf, 
and French Prieſt. 


Ponteach. 
RE all the Chiefs and Warriors here aſſembled, 
That we expect to honour this Day's Council? 
Teneſco. All are conven'd except the Mobawk King, 
Who, as we are inform'd, denies his Preſence. : 
| Philip. I've half ſucceeded with the ſtubborn Chief. 
He will not join in Council, but hath promiſed, 
Till further Notice, not to be our Foe : 


He'll ſee how we unite, and what Succeſs 


Attends our Arms ; in ſhort, he gives ſtrong Hints 

That he will ſoon befriend the common Cauſe. 
Ponteach, Do what he will, *tis this explains my 

Meaning; taking up the Hatchet. 

You all are well appris'd of my Deſign, 

Which every paſſing Moment but confirms : 

Nay, my Heart's pain'd while I with-hold my Hand 

From Blood and Vengeance on our hated Foes. 

Tho” I ſhould ſtand alone, I'll try my Power 

To puniſh their Encroachments, Frauds, and Pride; 

Yet tho'I die, it is my Country's Cauſe, 


*T'is better thus to'die than be deſpis'd; 


Better to die than be a Slave to Cowards, 
Better to die than ſee my Friends abus'd 
The Aged ſcorn'd, the Young deſpis'd and ſpurn'd, 
+ 14 to die than ſee my Country ruin'd, 


ſelf, my Sons, my Friends reduc'd to Famine, 
Expell'd | from hence to barren Rocks and Mountains, 


| > &D 
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To curſe our wretched Fate and pine in Want; 
Our pleaſant Lakes and fertile Lands uſurp'd 

By Strangers, Ravagers, rapacious Chriſtians. 
Who is it don't prefer a Death in War 

To this impending Wretchedneſs and Shame? 
Who is it loves his Country, Friends, or Self, 
And does not feel Reſentment in his Soul? 5 
Who is it ſees their growing Strength and Power, 
And how we waſte and fail by ſwift Degrees, 
That does not think it Time to rouſe and arm, 
And kill the Serpent ere we feel it ſting, 

And fall the Victims of its painſ. l Poiſon ? 

Oh! could our Fathers from tler Country ſee 
Their antient Rights encroach'd upon and ravag'd, 
And we their Children low, ſupine, and careleſs 
To keep the Liberty and Land they left us, 

And tamely fall a Sacrifice to Knaves ! 

How would their Boſoms glow with patriot Shame, 
To ſee their Offspring fo unlike themſelves ? 

They dared all Dangers to defend their Rights, 
Nor tamely bore an Inſult from a Foe. 

Their plain rough Souls were brave and full of Fire, 
Lovers of War, nor knew the Pain of Fear, 
Rouſe, then, ye Sons of antient Heroes, rouſe, 

Put on your Arms, and let us act a Part 

Worthy the Sons of ſuch renowned Chiefs. 

Nor urge I you to Dangers that I ſhun, 

Or mean to act my Part by Words alone; 

This Hand ſhall wield the Hatchet in the Cauſe, 
Theſe Feet purſue the frighted running Foe, 
This Body ruſh into the hotteſt Battle; 


There 
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There ſhould I fall, I ſhall ſecure my Honour, 
And, dying, urge my Countrymen to Vengeance 


With more Succeſs than all the Force of Words. 

Should I ſurvive, I'll ſhed the foremaſt Tear 

O' er my brave Countrymen that chance to fall; 

J'll be the foremoſt to revenge their Blood, 

And, while I live, honour both them and theirs. 

J add no more, but wait to hear your Minds. 
Teneſco. Tho! I'm a Warrior, and delight in Arms, 

Have oft with Pleaſure heard the-Sound of Battle, 

And oft return'd with Victory and Triumph; 

Yet I'm not fond to fight without juſt Cauſe, 

Or ſhed the Blood of Men for my Diverſion : 

But I have ſeen, with my own Eyes Ive ſeen, 

High Provocations from our preſent Foes, 

Their Pride and Inſults, Knavery and Frauds, 

Their large Encroachments on our common Rights, 

Which every Day increaſe, are ſeen by all, 

And grown ſo common, they are diſregarded. 

What calls on us more loudly for Revenge, 

Is their Contempt and Breach of public Faith. 

When we complain, they ſometimes promiſe fair; 

When we grow reſtleſs, Treaties are propos'd, 

And Promiſes are gilded then with Preſents. 

What is the End ? Still the old Trade goes on; 

Their Colonels, Governors, and mighty Men, 

Cheat, lye, and break their ſolemn Promiſes, 

And take no care to have our Wrongs redreſs'd. 


Tbeir King is diſtant, would he hear our Prayers: 


Still we' ve no other Way to come at Juſtice, 
But by our Arms to puniſh Wrongs like theſe, 
| | a And 
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And Wrongs like theſe are national and public, 
Concern us all, and call for public Vengeance. 
And Wrongs like theſe are recent in our Minds. 
Philip. Public or private Wrongs, no matter which. 
I think our Hunters ought to be reveng d; 
Their Bodies are found torn by rav'nous Beaſts, 
But who doubts they were kill'd by Engliſomen? 
Their Heads are ſcalp'd, their Arms and Jewels gone, 
And Beaſts of Prey can have no Uſe for theſe, 
No, they were murdered, lily, baſely ſhot, 
And who that has a Heart does not reſent it? 
O how I long to rear their mangled Limbs ! 
Yes, I could eat their Hearts, and drink their Blood, 
And revel in their Torments, Pains, and Tortures ; 
And, though ! go alone, I'll ſeek Revenge. 
Aſtingca, This is the Fire and Madnefs of your 
Youth, 
And muſt be curb'd to do your Country mand | 
Facts are not always what they ſeem to be, 
And this perhaps may be the Fault of One 
Whom their Laws puniſh if you once detect him. 
Shall we then, to revenge your Countrymen, 
To recompence a Wrong by one committed, 
Rouſe all to Arms, and make a general Slaughter? 
»Tis higher Motives move my Mind to War, 
And make me zealous in the common Cauſe. 
But hear me—'Tis no Trifle we're upon 
If we have Wiſdom, it muſt now be uſed; 
If we have Numbers, they muſt be united; 
If we have Strength, it muſt be all exerted; 
If we have Courage it muſt be inflamed, 
And 
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And every Art and Stratagem be practis'd: 
We've more to do than fright a Pigeon Rooſt, 
Or ſtart a timorous Flock of running Deer; 
Yes, we've a ſtrong, a warlike ſtubborn Foe, 
Unus'd to be repuls'd and quit the Field, 
Nay, fluſh'd with Victories and long Succeſs, 


7 


Their Numbers, Strength, and Courage all renown'd, 


Tis little of them that you ſee or know. 
Pve ſeen their Capital, their Troops and Stores, 
Their Ships, their. Magazines of Death and Vengeance, 
And, what is more, I've ſeen their potent King, 
W ho like a God ſits over all the World, 
And thunders forth his Vengeance thro? the Earth, 
When he is pleas'd, Smiles ſit upon his Face, 
And Goodneſs flows in Rivers at his Feet; 
When he's provok'd, tis like a fiery Tempeſt, 
Als Terror and Amazement in his Preſence, 
And frighted Heroes trembling flee his Wrath. 
What then is to be done? what may we hope ? 
At moſt, by ſecret, ſly, and ſubtle Means 
To curb theſe vagrant Outcaſts of his Subjects, 
Secure our Countries from their further Ravage, 
And make ourſelves of more Importance to them, 
Perhaps procure a Peace to our Advantage, 
In this Fl join and head my valiant Troops, 
Who will not fail to act a valiant Part. 

The Bear. What is the Greatneſs of their King ta 

us? 

What of his Strength or Wiſdom ? Shall we fear 
A Lion chain'd, cr in another World? 
Or what avails his flowing Goodneſs to us? 


Does 
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Does not the ravenous Tyger iced her Young? 
And the fierce Panther fawn upon his Mate: I 
Do not the Wolves defend and help their Fellows 
The poiſonous Serpent feed her hiſſing Brood, 
And open wide her Mouth for their Protection? 
So this good King ſhews Kindneſs to his own, 
And favours them, to make a Prey of others ; 
But at his Hands we may expect no Favour. 
Look back, my Friends, to our Forefathers Time; 
Where is their Country? where their pleaſant Haunts ? 
The running Streams and ſhady Foreſts where? 
They chas' d the flying Game, and liv'd in Plenty. 
Lo, theſe proud Strangers now poſſeſs the Whol '3 
Their Cities, Towns, and Villages ariſe, 
Foreſts are ſpoil'd, the Haunts of Game deftroy'd 
And all the Sea Coaſts made one general Waſte : 
Between the Rivers Torrent-like they ſweep, 
And drive our Tribes towards the ſetting Sun. 
They who once liv'd on yon delightful Plains 
Are now no more, their very Name is loft. 
The Sons of potent Kings, ſubdu'd and murder'd, 
Are Vagrants, and ankoons among their Neighbours. 
Where will the Ravage ſtop? the Ruin where ? 
Does not the Torrent ruſh with growing Speed, 
And hurry us to the ſame wretched End? 
Let us grow wiſe then by our Fathers Folly, 
Unite our Strength, too long it's been divided, 
And mutual Fears and Jealouſies obtain'd: 
This has encourag'd our encroaching Foes, 


But we'll convince them, once, we dare er them. 
The 
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The Wolf. Yet we have Strength by which we may 
oppoſe, 


But every Day this Strength declines and fails. 
Our great Forefathers, ere theſe Strangers came, 
Liv'd by the Chace, with Nature's Gifts content, 
The cooling Fountain quench'd their raging Thirſt. 
Doctors, and Drugs, and Med' cines were unknown, 
Even Age itſelf was free from Pain and Sicknefs. 
Swift as the Wind, o'er Rocks and Hills they chas'd 
The flying Game, the bounding Stag outwinded, 
And tir'd the ſavage Bear, and tam'd the Tyger ; 
At Evening feaſted on the paſt Day's Toil, 
Nor then fatigu'd ; the merry Dance and Song 
Succeeded ; ſtill with every rifing Sun 
The Sport renew'd; or if ſome daring Foe 
Provok'd their Wrath, they bent the hoſtile Bow, | 
Nor waited his Approach, but ruſh'd with Speed, 
Fearleſs of Hunger, Thirſt, Fatigue, or Death. 
But we their ſoften'd Sons, a puny Race, 
Are weak in Youth, fear Dangers where they're not; 
Are weary' d with what was to them a Sport, 
| Panting and breathleſs in One ſhort Hour's Chace; 
And every Effort of our Strength is feeble. 
We're poiſon'd with the Infection of our Foes, 
Their very Looks and Actions are infectious, 
And in deep Silence ſpread Deſtruction round them. 
Bethink yourſelves while any Strength remains; 
Dare to be like your Fathers, brave and ſtrong, 
Nor further let the growing Poiſon - ſpread. 
And would you ſtop it, you muſt reſolve to conquer, 


Deftroy their Forts and Bulwarks, burn their Towns, 
| And 


A TRAGEDYT 8 
And keep them at a greater Diſtance from us. 
O 'tis a Day I long have wiſh'd to ſee, 
And, aged as I am, my Youth fteturns 
To act with Vigour in ſo good a Cauſe. - 
Yes, you ſhall ſee the old Wolf will not fail 
To head his Troops, and urge them on to Battle. 
Ponteach. Your Minds are all for hw we'll not 
delay; 
Nor doubt but others gladly will comply, 
When they behold our Union and Succeſs. 
Teneſco. This Holy Prieſt has ſomething to propoſe 
That may excite us all to greater Zeal. 
Ponteach, Let him be heard : *Tis ſomething from 
his Gods, - 
And may import the common Intereſt much, 
Prieſt. (Coming from one Side, where he hath ſtood 
liſtening 
Tis not to ſhew my Eloquence of. Speech, 
Or drown your Senſes with unmeaning Sound, 
That I deſire Admittance to your Council; 
It is an Impulſe from the Gods that moves me, 
That what I ſay will be to your Advantage. 
Oh ! With what ſecret Pleaſure I behold 
So many wiſe and valiant Kings unite, _ 
And in a Cauſe by Gods and Saints eſpous 'd. 
Heaven ſmiles on your Deſign, and it ſhall proſper. 
You're going to fight the Enemies of God ; 
Rebels and Traitors to the King of Kings; 
Nay thoſe who once betray'd and kill'd his Son, 
Who came to ſave you Indians from Damnation— 
He was an Jndian, therefore they deſtroy'd him; 


He roſe again and took his flight to Heaven ; E 
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64 ESE TEACH: 
But when his Foes are ſlain he'll quick return, 
And be your kind Protector, Friend, and King. 
Be therefore brave and fight his Battles for him ; 
Spare not his Enemies, where-e'r you find 'em: 
The more you murder them, the more you pleaſe hit; 
Kill all you captivate, both old and young, 
Mothers and Children, let them feel your Tortures ; 
He that ſhall kill a Briton, merits Heaven, 
And ſhould you chance to fall, you'll be convey'd 
By flying Angels to your King that's there 
Where theſe your hated Foes can never come. 
Doubr you the Truth of this my Declaration ? 
I have a Witrefs here that cannot lye 

| pulling out a burning Glaſs. 
This Glaſs was touch'd by your great Saviour's Hand, 
And after left in holy Peter's Care; 
When I command, it brings down Fire from Heaven, 


To witneſs for me that ] tell no Lye 
[The Indians gather round and gaze. 
Behold —Great God, fend Fire, coavince cheſe Indian 
Kings 
That I'm thy Servant, and report me Tram, - 
[in a very Praying poſture and ſolemn canting Tone, 
Am lent to teach them what they ought to do, 
To kill and fealp, to torture and torment 
Thy murderous treacherous Foes the kateful Engl: 2 
Dit takes Fire, the Indians are amaz'd, and retreat 
from it.] 
Penteach. Who now can doubt the Juſtice of our 
Cauſe, 


e 
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Or this Man's Miſſion from the King above, 
And that we ought to follow his Commands ? 

Aſtinaco, *Tis wonderful indeed It muſt be ſo— 

Teneſco. This cannot be a Cheat—lIris from Heaven 

All. We are convinc'd and ready to obey; 1 

We are impatient to revenge our King. 1 
Ponteach. (T akes up the "_ Hatchet and flouriſhes it 
round) 
Thus do I raiſe the Hatchet from the Ground, 
Sharpen'd and bright may it be ſtain'd with Blood, 
And never dull'd nor ruſted till we've conquer'd, 
And taught proud Eugliſbmen to dread its Edge. 
All. ( Flourifhing their Hatchets, and ſtriking them upon 
a Block. 
Thus will we hew and carve their mangled Bodies, þl 
And give them to the Beaſts and Birds for Food. if 
Ponteach. And thus our Names and Honours will | 
maintain | 1 
While Sun and Moon, Rivers and Trees remain; N 
Our unborn Children ſhall rejoice to hear | 
How we their Fathers made the Engliſb fear. +4 
The WAR SONG. 

To the Tune of Over the Hills and far away, ſung by 1 
Teneſco the Head Warrior. They all join in the 1 
Chorus, and dance while that is ſinging in a Circle 1 
round bim; and during the Chorus the Muſick plays. 


Here-e'er the Sun diſplays his Light, 
Or Moon is ſeen to ſhine by Night, 

Where-e'er the noiſy Rivers flow 

Or Trees and Graſs and Herbage grow. 

Chorus. 
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Over the — and Valleys through. 


ACH: 
Be't known that we this War begin 
With proud inſulting Engliſbmen; 
The Hatchet we have lifted high, 
[ holding up their Hatchets.} 
And them we'll conquer or we'll die. 


Choras, 


The Edge is keen, the Blade is bright, 
Nothing ſaves them but their Flight; 
And then like Heroes we'll purſue, 


Chorus. 


They'll like frighted Women quake, 
When they behold a hiſſing Snake 
Or like timorous Deer away, 


And leave both Goods and Arms a Prey. 


Chorus. 


Pain'd a Hunger, Cold, or Heat, 
In Haſte they*ll from our Land retreat; 


While we'll employ our ſcalping Knives— 


[drawing and flouriſhing their ſcalping Knives. 
Take off their Sculls, and ſpare their Lives, 
Choras. 


Or in their Country they'll complain, 


Nor ever dare return again; 
Or if they ſhould they'll rue the Day, 


And curſe the Guide that ſhew'd the Way. 
Chorus, 


If 


A TRAGEDY: 
If Fortune ſmiles, we'll not be long 
Ere we return with Dance and Song, 
But ah! if we ſhould chance to die, 
Dear Wives and Children do not cry. 


Chorus. 


Our Friends will eaſe your Grief and Woe, 
By double Vengeance on the Foe; 

Will kill, and ſcalp, and ſhed their Blood, 
Where-cer they find them thro” the Wood. 


| Chorus, 
No pointing Foe ſhall ever ſay 
Twas there the vanquiſh'd Indian lay; 


Or boaſting to his Friends relate 
The Tale of our unhappy Fate. 


Chorus, 
Let us with Courage then away 


To hunt and ſeize the frighted Prey; 
Nor think of Children, F riend, or Wife, 


. While there's an Engi jeman alive. 
| | Chorus. 


In Heat and Cold, thro? Wet and Dry, 
Will we purſue, and they ſhall fly 
To Seas which they a Refuge think, 
And there in wretched Crouds they ' Il fink. 


Chorus. Exeunt omnes ſinging. 
The End of the Third AC T. 


E 2 | ACT 


. ——— ——— —— ins pn 2 rnd ron div ECT 
[2 N 
— 


5 
N 
Tr 7 : 

12 2 
a” 2 i! 

1." = 
+4 F- 

& = 
1 
1 - 
| J&R 

p [1 
T9 
£ 7 
„ 'Y 

N 2/4 
15-380 
181 9 
17 vo 

7 ! 
+ 3 8 
: HE 

* * 

V3 

"8:3 0 

1 : 
'K3 

== 1 
10x 
135 5 
17 8 ti 
4:8 b 
173 
\ br 11 
1 i 
WE 
9 
1 
"© 
13% 
a.” 
1 4 
152. 
x £7. 
1: 3 
72 . 
1 
& « F 
"5 et 
5 4 
—- 1 
Wa \ 
1 7 
=. 2 
F. 

* 23 
? Y 4 
» 
. 
13 

A 

1 

= - 
IÞ 

- © 

15 

17 

"a 
1 
1 

4 
1 
4 
+{T+ 

4.4.*3 

T4 

4354 

4 3 ar 14 
1 
1 

1 

1 

1 

35 

1 
7 
's 1 
9 

167 

* 

17 

* 

. * 

K 

f 
Ri 

[ 


l 
i 
/ 
, 


— Si * 


— — , nod 


PONT EAC : 
er w. 
NE I. 

The Border of a Grove. 

Enter Teneſco to Philip and Chekitan. 


Teneſco. 


HE Troops are all aſſembled, ſome have 

mamaarch'd, 

Perhaps are now engag'd, and warm in Battle; 

The reſt have Orders where to bend their Courſe, 

Each Tribe is headed by a valiant Chief, 

Except the Bulls which fail to,one of you; 

The other ſtays to ſerve the State at home, 

Or back us, ſhould our Forces prove too weak. 
Philip. The Bulls are = ene, had they a brave Com- 

mander, 

They'd puſh the Battle home a heck. 

I'd chuſe of all the Troops to be their Leader; 

For tho? I'd neither Courage, Skill, nor Strength, 

Honour attends the Man who heads the Brave; 

Many are dubb'd for Heroes in theſe Times, 

Who owe their Fame to thoſe whom they com- 
manded. 
Teneſco. But we ſhall ne'er ſuſpect your Title falſe; 
Already you've confirm'd your Fame and Courage, 

And prov'd your Skill and Strength as a Commander. 
Philip. Still ll endeavour to deſerve your Praiſe, 

Nor long delay the Honour you propoſe. 

Cbetitan. But this will interfere with your Deſign, 


And overſets the Scheme of winning Hendrick. 
Philip 


a TRAGEBY Mm 
Philip. Ah true— and kills your Hopes — This 


Man's in Love. [to Teneſco. 
Teneſco, Indeed | In Love with W ? King Hen- 
- drick's Daughter? 
Philip. The ſame; and I've eos to win her 
Famer. 
Tieneſco. This may induce him to eſpouſe our Cauſe, 
Which likewiſe you engag*d ſhould be effected. 
Philip. Bat then I can't command as was propos'd 
I muſt reſign that: Honour to this Lover, 
While J conduct and form this double Treaty. 
Teneſco. Tam content if you but pleaſe yourſelves 
By Means and Ways not hurtful to the Public. 
Chekitan. Was not the Public ſerv'd, no private 
Ends 
Would tempt me to detain him from the Field, 
Or in his ſtead propoſe myſelf a Leader; 
But every Power I have ſhall be exerted : 
And if in Strength or Wiſdom I ſhould fail, 
dare preſume 1 ever find me faithful, 
Teneſco. I doubt it not You'll not delay your 
Charge ; 


The Troops are all impatient for the Battle, 
[ Exeunt Teneſco and Philip. 


Chekitan, ſolus. 
This is not to my Mind—But I muſt do it 
If Philip heads the Troops, my Hopes are blown 
J muſt. prepare, and leave the Event to Fate 
And him Tis fix'd There is no other Choice; 
Monelia J muſt leave, and think of Battles | 
She will be ſafe—But Oh the Chance of War— 

E 3 Perhaps 
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Perhaps I fall and never ſee her more 

This ſhocks my Soul in ſpite of Reſolution 

The bare Perhaps is more than Daggers to me 

Io part for ever! I'd rather ſtand againſt _ 

Embattled Troops than meet this ſingle Thought 1 

A Thought in Poiſon dipp'd and pointed round; 

O how it pains my doubting trembling Heart ! 

I muſt not harbour it—My Word is gone— 

My Honour calls—and, what is more, my Love. 
[NoiJe of Monelia ftriving behind the Scene, 

What Sound is that ?—Ir is Manelia's Voice; 

And in Diſtreſs - What Monſter gives her Pain? 

Going towards the Sound, the Scene.opens and diſcovers 
the Prieſt with ber] 


ECENE. © 


Monelia and Prieſt. 
HAT do I ſee? The holy Prieſt is with 
her. 
_ Monelia, (fruggling with the Prieſt, aud trying tg 
diſengage berſelf) AF 
No, I would ſooner die than be diſhonour'd— 
Cut my own Throat, or drown me in the Lake. 
Prieſt. Do you love * better than us white 
Men? | 
Monelia. Nay, ſhould an Indian make the foul At- 
tempt, 
I'd murder him, or kill my wretched Self. 
Prieft. I muſt, I can, and will enjoy you now. 
Monelia. You muſt! You ſhan' t. you cruel, bar- 


barous Chriſtian, 
Chekitan. 
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Chekitan. Hold, thou mad Tyger—What Attempt 


is this ? [ /eizing bim. 
Are you a Chriſtian Prieſt ? What do you here? 
[ puſbes him. 


What was his Will, Monelia? He is dumb. 
Monelia. May he be dumb and blind, and ſenſeleſs 
quite, | 
That has ſuch brutal Baſeneſs in his Mind. 
Cbetitan. Baſe, falſe Deceiver, what could you in- 


tend ? | [making towards him. 
| Monelia. Oh I am faint—You have Need my 
Honour, 


Which he, foul Chriſtian, thirſted to deſtroy. 
 [ Prieſt attempts to go. 
Chekitan. Stay; leave RON Life to expiate your 
Crime: 
Your heated Blood ſhall pay for your Proidongrlicn: 
[ offering to flrike bim with a Hatchet. 
Prieſt. Good Prince, forbear your pious Hand 
from Blood ; 
I did not know you was this Maiden's Lover, 
I took her for a Stranger, half your Foe, 
Chekitan. Did you not know ſhe was King Hen 
arick's Daughter ? | 
Did you not know that ſhe was not your Wife? 
Have you not told us, holy Men like you 
Are by the Gods forbid all fleſhly Converſe ? 
Have you not told us, Death, and Fire, and Hell 
Awaited thoſe who are incontinent, 
Or dare to violate the Rites of Wedlock ? 


That your God's Mother liv'd and died a * 
E 4 And 
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ACH: 
And thereby ſet Example to her Sex? 
What means all this? Say you ſuch Things to us, 
That you alone may revel in theſe Pleaſures? 
Prieſt. I have a Diſpenſation from St. Peter 
To quench the Fire of Love when it grows painful, 
This makes it innocent like Marriage Vows; 
And all our holy Priefts, and ſhe herſelf, 
Commits no Sin in this Relief of Nature: 
For, being holy, there is no Pollution 
Communicated from us as from others; 
Nay, Maids are holy after we've enjoy'd them, 
And, ſhould the Seed take Root, the Fruit is pure. 
Chekitan. Oh vain Pretence! Falſhood, and foul 
Peception ! | 
None but a Chriſtian could deviſe ſuch Lies! 
Did I not fear it might provoke your Gods, 


Your Tongue ſhould never frame Deceit again. 


If there are Gods, and ſuch as you have told us, 

They muſt abhor all Baſeneſs and Deceit, 

And will not fail to puniſh Crimes like yours. 

To them I leave you But avoid my Preſence, 

Nor let me ever ſee your hated Head, 

Or hear your lying Tongue within this Country, 
Prict. Now by St. Peter I muſt go He's raging. 


aſide. 
Cbekitan. That Day I do, by your great dreadful 


God, 
This Hand ſhall cleave your Head, and ſpill your 
Blood, | 
Not all your Prayers, and Lyes, and Saints ſhall ſave 
TS 2 | 


Prieſt. 


A TRAGEDY; 73 
Prieſt. I've got his Father's Secret, and will uſe it. 
Such Diſappointment ought to be reveng d. de. 

Chekitan. Don't mutter here, and conjure up your 

Saints, : 
I value not their Curſes, or your Prayers. 

[ repping towards the Prieft to burry him. 

Prieſt. By all the Saints, young Man, thou ſhalt 


„„ 1 
Monelia. Baſe, falſe Diſſembler— Tyg ger, Snake, a 
Chriſtian! 


J hate the Sight; I fear the very Name. 


O Prince, what has not your kind Preſence ſav'd me! 


Cbekitan. It ſav'd to me more than my Father's 
Empire; 
Far more than Crowns and Worlds—It ſav'd Monelia, 
The Hope of whom is more than the Creation, 
In this I feel the Triumphs of an Hero, 
And glory more than if I'd conquer'd Kingdoms, 
Monelia. O I am thine, I'm more than ever thine 
Jam your Captive now, your lawful Prize: 
You've taken me in War, a dreadful War 
And ſnatch'd me from the hungry Tyger's Jaw. 
More than my Life and Service is your Due, 
And had I more I would devote it to you, 
Chekitan. O my Monelia! rich is my Reward, 
Had I loſt Life itſelf in the Encounter; 
Bur till I fear that Fate will ſnatch you from me, 
Where is your Brother? Why was you alone? 


Enter Torax, from liſtening to their Diſcourſe, 


Torax. Here am I: What would you of me? 
Monelia. Torax ! 
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74 PEACH: 
T've been aſſaulted by a barbarous Man, 
And by mere Accident eſcap'd my Ruin. 
Torax. What Foe is here? The W are not 
come? 
Monelia. No: But a Chriſtian lurk -d within the 
Grove, 
And every Chriſtian is a Foe to Virtue ; 
Inſidious, ſubtle, cruel, baſe, and falſe ! 
Like Snakes, their very Eyes are full of Poiſon ; 
And where they are not, Innocence is ſafe. 
Torax. The holy Prieſt! Is he fo vile a Man! 5 
I heard him mutter Threat'nings as I paſt him. 
Chekitan. I ſpar'd his guilty Life, but drove him 
ee, | 
On.Pain of Death and Tortures, never more 
To tread: the Earth, or breathe the Air with me. 
Be warn'd by this to better tend your Charge. 
You ſee how Miſchiefs lye conceal'd about us, 
We tread on Serpents ere we hear them hiſs, 
And Tygers lurk to ſeize the incautious Prey. 
I muſt this Hour lead forth my Troops to Battle, 
They're now in Arms, and waiting my Command. 
Monelia. What Safety ſhall I have when you are 
gone? 
I muſt not, cannot, will not longer tarry, 
Leſt other Chriſtians, or ſome other Foe, 
Attempt my Ruin. 
Chekitan. Torax will be your Guard. 
My Honour ſuffers, ſhould I now decline; 
It is my Country's Cauſe; I've pawn'd my Word, 


Prevented Philip, to make ſure of you. 
He 


He ſtays, *Tis all in favour to our Love: 
We mult at preſent pleaſe ourſelves with Hopes. 
Monelia. Oh! my fond Heart no more conceals i its 
Flame; 
I fear, my Prince, I fear our Fates are cruel : 
There's ſomething whiſpers in my anxious Breaſt, 
That if you go, I ner ſhall ſee you more, 
Chekitan. Oh! how her Words unman and melt my 
Soul! 
As if her Fears were Pinky of Fate. [a/ide. 
Iwill not go and leave you thus in Fears; 
Pll frame Excuſes - Philip ſhall command — 
PII find ſome other Means to turn the King; 
Pl] venture Honour, Fortune, Life, and Love, 
Rather than truſt you from my Sight again. 
For what avails all that the World can give? 
If you're with-held, all other Gifts are Curſes, 
And Fame and Fortune ſerve to make me wretched. 
Monelia. Now you grow wild — You muſt no 
think of ſtaying ; 
Our only Hope, you know, depends on Philip. 
I will not fear, but hope for his Succeſs, * 
And your Return with Victory and Triumph, 
That Love and Honour both may crown our Joy. 
Chekitan, Now this is kind; I am myſelf again. 
Vou had unman'd and ſoften'd all my Soul, 
Diſarm'd my Hand, and cowardiz'd my Heart : 
But now in every Vein I feel an Hero, 
Defy the thickeſt Tempeſt of the War: 
Yes, like a Lion conſcious of his Strength, 
Fearleſs of Death I'll ruſh into the Battle; 


Pl 


76 EE A C H: 
Fil fight, Pll conquer, triumph and return; 
Laurels I'll gain, and lay them at your Feet. 

Monelia. May the Succeſs attend you that you wiſh! 
May our whole Scheme of Happineſs fucceed ! 
May our next Meeting put an End to Fear, 
And Fortune ſhine upon us in full Blaze! 

Chekitan. May Fate preſerve you as her Darling 

Charge! 
May all the Gods and Goddefles, and Saints, 
If conſcious of our Love, turn your Protectors ! 
And the great thundering God with Lightning burn 
Him that but means to pt your Peace. 
[ Exeunt, 


N E III. 
Indian Senate- Houſe, 


Ponteach and Phil p. 


Ponteach. 
AY you that Torax then is fond of War ? 
Philip. He is, and waits impatient my Return. 
Ponteach. * Tis friendly in you thus to help your 
Brother; 
But I ſuſpect his Courage in che F jeld; 
A love-ſick Boy makes but a cow'rdly Captain, 
Philip. His Love may ſpur him on with greater 
Courage; 
He thinks he's fighting for a double Prize; 
And but for this, and Hopes of greater Service 
In forwarding the Treaty with the Mohawk, 
I now had been in Arms and warm in Battle. 


Ponteach. 
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Pantech I much commend the Wiſdom of your 

tay. 

Prepare yourſelf, and haſten to his Quarters ; 

You cannot make th' Attempt with too much Speed. 

Urge ev'ry Argument with Force upon him, 

Urge my ſtrong Friendſhip, urge your Brother's 
Love, 

His Daughter's Happineſs, the common Good; 

The general Senſe of all the Indian Chiefs, 

The Baſeneſs of our Foes, our Hope of Conqueſt; 

The Richneſs of the Plunder if we ſpeed; 

That we'll divide and ſhare it as he pleaſes; 

That our Succeſs is certain if he joins us. 

Urge theſe, and what beſides to you occurs; 

All cannot fail, I think, to change his Purpoſe. 

| Philip. You'd think ſo more if you knew all my 

Plan. [ 2/ide, 

I'm all prepar'd now I've receiv'd your Orders, 

But firſt muſt ſpeak t' his Children ere I part, 

I am to meet them in the further Grove. 

Ponteach. Hark! there's a Shout We've News of 

ſome Succeſs; 


It is the Noiſe of Victory and Tuns 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Huzza "a our brave Warriors are return'd 
Loaded with Plunder and the Scalps of Chriſtians, , 


Enter Warriur. 


| Ponteach. What have you done? Why all this 
Noiſe and Shouting ? 


iſt Warrior, 
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78 PONT EACH: 
1 Warrior. Three Forts are taken, all confum'd 
and plunder'd; 
The Exgliſb in them all deſtroy'd by Fire, 
Except ſome few eſcap'd to die with Hunger. 
2d Warrior. We've ſmoak'd the Bear in ſpite of all 
his Craft, 
Burnt up their Den, and made them take the Field: 


The mighty Colonel Cockum and his Captain 


Have dull'd our: Tomhocks; here are both their 


Sc⸗calps: Holding out the Two Scalps. 
Their Heads are ſplit, our Dogs have eat their 
Brains, 
Philip. If that be all * eat, the Hounds will 
ſtarve. 
34 Parrior. Theſe are the Scalps of thoſe two fa- 
mous Cheats 


Who bought our Furs for Rum, and ſold us Water. 
[ bolding out the Scalps, which Ponteach takes. 
Our Men are loaded with their Furs again, 
And other Plunder' from the Villains Stores: 
Ponteach, All this is brave! [fing up the' Scalps, 
which others catch, and toſs and throw them about. 
This Way we'll ſerve chem all. 
Philip. We'll cover all our 3 with their 
Scalps: 
Warriors. We'll fat our Dev upon their Brains 
and Blood. 
Ponteach. Ere long we'll have their Governors in 
Play : 
Philip. And knock their grey wig d Scalps about 
this Way. 
Ponteacb. 


A TRAGEWY: 5 


Ponteach. The Game is ſtarted ; Warriors, hunt 


away, 
Nor let them find a Place to ſhun your Hatchets. 
All Warriors. We will: We will ſoon ſhew you 
other Scalps. | 
Philip. Bring ſome alive; I long to ſee them dance 
In Fire and Flames, it us'd to make them caper. 
Warriors. Such Sport enough you'll have before 


we've done. [ Exeunt. 
Ponteacb. This ſtill will help to move the Mohawk 
King. 


Spare not to make the moſt of our Succeſs. 
Philip. Truſt me for that--Hark ; there's another 
Shovt 3 [ Houting without. 
A Shout for Priſoners— Now I have my Sport. 
Ponteach. It is indeed; and there's a Number too. 


Enter Warriors. 


We've broke the Barrier, burnt their Magazines, 
Slew Hundreds of them, and purſu'd the reſt 
Quite to their Settlements. 

2d Warrior. There we took 
Their famous Hunters Honnyman and Orſbourn ; ; 
The laſt is ſlain, this is his bloody Scalp. 

D Ming it up. 
With them we found the Guns of our loſt Hunters, 
And other Proofs that they're the Murderers; 
Nay, Honnyman confeſſes the baſe Deed, 

And, boaſting, ſays, he's Kkill'd a Score of Indians. 


2d Warrior. 
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3d Warrior. This is the bloody Hunter: This his 
— [leading them forward, pinioned and 
tied togetber. 
With Two young Brats that will be like their Facher, 
We took them in their Neſt, and ſpoil'd their Dreams. 
Philip. Oh J could eat their Hearts, and drink 
their Blood, 
Were they not Poiſon, and unfit for Dogs. 
Here, you Blood-hunter, have you Joſt your Feeling? 
You Tygreſs Bitch! You Breeder up of Serpents ! 
[ Sapping Honny man in the Face, and kicking bis Wife. 
Ponteach. Stop—We muſt firſt conſult which Way 
to torture, 
And whether all ſhall die—We will retire, 
| Philip, going. 
Take care they don't eſcape. 
Warrior. They're bound ſecure, 
[Exeunt Indians; manent Priſoners. 


N E 5 
Mrs. Honnyman. 
Honnyman, how deſperate is our Caſe! 
There's not a ſingle Hope of Merey left: 
How ſavage, cruel, bloody did they look ! 
Rage and Revenge appear'd in every Face, 
Honmman. You may depend upon'c, we all muſt die. 
I've made ſuch Havock, they'll have no Compaſſion ; 
They only wait to ſtudy out new Torments: 
All that can be inflicted or endur'd, 
We may expect from their relentleſs Hands. 
Their brutal Eyes ne'er ſhed a pitying Tear; 
Their 


ATRAGEDY. 8x 
Their ſavage Hearts ne*er had a Thought of Mercy; | 
Their Boſoms ſwell with Rancour and Revenge, 14 
And, Devil-like, delight in others Plaguee, | 1 
Love Torments, Torture, Anguiſh, Fire, and Pain, 
The deep-terch'd Groan, the melancholy Sigh, 
And all the Terrors and Diſtreſs of Death, 
Theſe are their Muſick, and enhance their Joy. 
In Silence then ſubmit yourſelf to Fate: | 
Make no Complaint, nor aſk for their Compaſſion 
This will confound and half deſtroy their Mirth ; 
Nay, this may put a Stop to many Tortures, 
To which our Prayers and Tears and Plaints would 
move them. | 3 
Mrs. Hon. O dreadful Scene ! Support me, mighty 
God, 5 | 
To pals the Terrors of this diſmal Hour, 
All dark with Horrors, Torments, Pains, and Death ! 
O let me not deſpair of thy kind Help; 
Give Courage to my wretched groaning Heart! 
 Honnyman. Tuſh, Silence! You'll be overheard. 
Mrs. Hon. O my dear Huſband! *Tis an Hour for 
Prayer, | 5 
An Infidel would pray in our Diſtreſs: 
An Atheiſt would believe there was ſome God 
To pity Pains and Miſeries ſo great. 
Honnyman. If there's a God, he knows our ſecret 
Wiſhes ; | 
This Noiſe can be no Sactifice to him; 
It opens all the Springs of our weak Paſſions, 
Beſides, it will be Mirth to our Tormentors ; 
They'll laugh, and call this Cowardice in Chriſtianrg 
And ſay Religion makes us all mere Women, | 
| MS. 
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Mrs. Hon. I will ſuppreſs my Grief in Silence mens 
And ſecretly implore the Aid of Heaven, 
Forbid to pray! O dreadful Hour indeed! ¶ pauſing. 
Think you they will not ſpare our dear ſweet Babes ? 
Muſt theſe dear Innocents be put to Tortures, 
Or daſh'd to Death, and ſhare our wretched Fate? 
Muſt this dear Babe that hangs upon my Breaſt 
[ looking upon ber Infant. 
Be ſnatch'd by ſavage Hands and torn in Pieces! 
O how it rends my Heart! It is too much! 
Tygers would kindly ſoothe a Grief like mine; 
Unconſcious Rocks would melt, and flow in Tears 
At this laſt Anguiſh of a Mother's Soul. 
¶ pauſes, and views her Child again. 
Sweet Innocent ! It ſmiles at this Diſtreſs, 
And fondly draws this final Comfort from me: 
Dear Babe, no more: Dear Tommy too muſt die, 
[looking at her other Child. 
Oh my ſweet Firſt- born! Oh I'm overpower'd. 
L paying. 
Homyman. I had rh not to ſned a Tear; 
|  [wweeping. 
But you have all unman'd my Reſolution ; 
You've call'd up all the Father in my Soul ; | 
N hy have you nam'd my Children? O my Son! 5 
[looking upon him. 
My only Son—My Image— Other Self ! 
How have I doted on the charming Boy, 
And fondly plann'd his Happineſs in Life ! 
Now his Life ends: Oh the Soul-burſting Thought! 
He falls a Victim for his Father's Folly, 
Had 
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Had I not kill'd their Friends, they might have ſpar'd 
My Wife, my Children, and perhaps myſelf, 
And this ſad dreadful Scene had never happen'd. 
But 'tis too late that I perceive my Folly ; 
It Heaven forgive, tis all I dare to hope for. 

Mrs. Hon, What! have you been a Murderer in- 

deed | 

And kill'd the Indians for Revenge and Plant ? 
I thought you raſh to tempt their brutal Rage, 
But did not dream you guilty as you ſaid. 

Honnyman. I am indeed. I murder'd many of them, 
And thought it not amiſs, but now I fear. 

Mrs. Hon. O ſhocking Thought! Why have you 

let me know ẽ— 

Yourſelf thus guilty in the Eye of Heaven ? 
That I and my dear Babes were by you brought 
To this Extreme of Wretchedneſs and Woe ? 
Why have you let me know the ſolemn Weight 
Of horrid Guilt that lies upon us all? 
To have died innocent, and ſeen theſe Babes 
By ſavage Hands daſh'd to immortal Reſt, 
This had been light, for this implies no Crime : 
But now we die as guilty Murderers, 
Not ſavage Indians, but juſt Heaven's Vengeance 


Purſues our Lives with all theſe Pains and Tortures. 


Thiz is a Thought that points the keeneſt Sorrow, 
And leaves no Room for Anguiſh to be heighten'd. 


Honnyman. Upbraid me not, nor lay my Guile to 


Heart; 
You and theſe Fruits of our paſt Morning Love 
Are innocent, I feel the Smart and Anguiſh, 
The Stings of Conſcience, and my Soul on Fire. 
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84 „ E ACH: 
There's not a Hell more painful than my Boſom, 
Nor Torments for the Damn'd more keenly pointed. 
How could I think to murder was no Sin? 
Oh my loſt Neighbour! I ſeduc'd him too, 
Now Death with all its Terrors diſappears, 
And all I fear's a dreadful Something-after ; 
My Mind forebodes a horrid woful Scene, 
Where Guilt is chain'd and tortur'd with Deſpair. 
Mes. Hon. The Mind oppreſs'd with Guilt may 
find Relief. 
Honmman. Oh could J reach the pitying Ear of 
Heaven, | 
And all my Soul evaporate in Sound, 
*F would aſk Forgiveneſs! but I fear too late; 
And next I'd aſk that you and theſe dear Babes 
Might bear no Part in my juſt Puniſhment. 
Who knows but by pathetic Prayers and Tears 
Their ſavage Boſoms may relent towards you, 
And fix their Vengeance where juſt Heaven points it? 
I ſtil] will hope, and every Motive urge. 
Should I ſucceed, and melt their rocky Hearts, 
Pll take it as a Preſage of my Pardon, 
And die with Comfort when J ſee you live. 
[Death Halloo is beard without. 
Mrs. Hon, Hark! they are coming— Hear that 
dreadful Halloo. 
Honnyman. It is Death's ſolemn Sentence to us all; 
They are reſolv'd, and all Intreaty's vain. 
O horrid Scene! how ſhall I act my Part? 
Was it but ſimple Death to me alone! 
But all your Deaths are mine, and mine the Guilt. 
Enter 


A TRAGEDY. 
Enter Indians, with Stakes, Hatchets, and Firebrands. 


O horrid Preparation, more than Death! 
Ponteach. Plant down the Stakes, and let them be 
confin'd: [they looſe them from each other. 
Firſt kill the Tygers, then deſtroy their Whelps. 
Philip. This Brat is in our Way, I will diſpatch it. 
[ offering to ſnatch the ſuckirg Infant. 
Ars. Hon. No, my dear Babe ſhall in uy Boo 
e 
There is its Nouriſhment, and there its End. 
Philip. Die both together then, 'twill mend' the 
Sport; 5 
Tie the other to his Father, make a Pair; 
Then each will have a Conſort in their Pains; 
Their ſweet Brats with them, to increaſe the Dance. 
Dey are tied down facing each other upon their 
Knees, and their Backs to the Stakes. 
Warrior. All now is ready ; they are bound ſecure. 
_ Philip, Whene'er you pleaſe, their jovial Dance 


begins. [0 Ponteach. 
Mrs. Hon. O my dear Huſband ! What a Sight is 
„ 


Could ever fabling Poet draw Diſtreſs 

To ſuch Perfection! Sad Cataſtrophe |! 

There are not Colours for ſuch deep-dyed Woe, 

Nor Words expreſſive of ſuch heighten'd Anguiſh. . 

Ourſelves, our Babes, O cruel, cruel Fate! 

This, this is Death indeed with all its Terrors. 

Honmman. Is there no ſecret Pity in your Minds? 
Can you not- feel ſome tender Paſſion move, 


When you behold the Innocent diſtreſs' d:? 
F:2 | True, 
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True, I am guilty, and will bear your Tortures : 
Take your Revenge by all the Arts of Torment ; 
Invent new Torments, lengthen out my Woe, 
And let me feel the keeneſt Edge of Pain: 
But ſpare this innocent afflicted Woman, 
Thoſe ſmiling Babes who never yet thought Ill, 
They never did nor ever will offend you. 
Philip. It cannot be: They are akin to you, 
Well learnt to hunt and murder, kill and rob. 
Penteach. Who ever ſpar'd a Serpent in the Egg: ? 
Or left young Tygers quiet in their Den? 
Warrior. Or cheriſhes young Vipers in his 1 ? 
Philip. Begin, begin; II lead the merry Dance. 
[offering + at the Woman with a Firebrand. 


Ponteach. Stop: Are we not unwiſe to Kill this 
Woman ? 


Or facrifice her Children to our Vengeance ? 

They have not wrong'd us; can't do preſent Miſchief. 
I know her Friends; they're rich and powerful, 
And in their Turn will take ſevere Revenge: 

But if we ſpare, they'll hold themſelves oblig'd, 

And purchaſe their Redemption with rich Preſents. 
Is not this better than an Hour's Diverſion, 

To hear their Groans, and Plaints, and piteous Cries ? 


Warriors. Your Counſel's wiſe, and much deſerves 
our Praiſe; 


They ſhall be ſpar'd. 


Ponteach. Untie, and take them hence 
[they untie the Woman and the oldeſt Child from 


Honnyman, and retire a little to conſult his 
Death, 


When the War ends her Friends ſhall pay us for it. 


Philip, 


A TRAGEDY 8 
Philip. I'd rather have the Sport than all the Pay.- 
Honnyman. O now, kind Heaven, thou haſt heard 
my Prayer, 
And what's to follow I can meet with Patience. 
Mrs. Hon. O my dear Huſband, could you too be 
freed! [ weeping. 
Yet muſt I ſtay and ſuffer Torments with you. 
This ſeeming Mercy is but Cruelty ! a 
I cannot leave you in this Scene of Woe, 
*Tis eaſier far to ſtay and die together 
Honnyman. Ah! but regard our Childrens Preſer- 
vation; : 
Conduct their Youth, and form their Minds to Virtue ; 
Nor let them know their Father's wretched End, 
Leſt lawleſs Vengeance ſhould betray them too. 
Mrs. Hon. It J muſt live, I muſt retire from hence, 
Nor ſee your fearful Agonies in Death; | 
This would be more than all the Train of Torments. 
The horrid Sight would fink me to the Duſt; 
Theſe helpleſs Infants would become a Prey 
To worſe than Beaſts, to ſavage, bloody Men. 
Honnyman. Leave me— They are prepar'd, and 
coming on — 
Heav'n ſave you all! O tis the laſt dear Sight! 
Mrs. Hon. Oh may we meet where Fear and Grief 
are baniſh'd ! 
Deareſt of Men, adieu—Adieu al then. 
Exit, weeping with her Children. 
Philip. Bring Fire and Knives, and Clubs, and 
_ Hatchets all; 
| "© 4 | Let 
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Let the old Hunter feel the Smart of Pain. 
[they fall upon Honnyman with various Inſtruments 


of Torture. 


Honnyman. Oh! this is exquiſite ! 
[groaning and ſtruggling. 


1ft Warrior. Hah! Does this make you dance? 
2d Warrior. This is fine fat Game | 
Philip. Make him caper. 
[ ftriking bim with a Club, kicking, &C. 
Honnyman. O ye eternal Powers, that rule on high, 
If in your Minds be Senſe of human Woe, 
Hear my Complaints, and pity my Dittreſs ! 
Philip. Ah call upon your Gods, you faint-neart 
Coward | | 
Honnyman. Oh dreadful Racks 1 When will this 
Torment end? 
Oh for a Reſpite from all Senſe of Pain ! 
*Tis come I go—You can—no more torment [dies. 
Philip. He's dead; he'll hunt no aue h' as done 
with Game. 
[ Sriking the dead Body, and ſpitting i in the Face. 
Ponteach. Drive hence his wretched Spirit, leſt it 
plague us ; 
Let him go hunt the Woods; he's now diſarm'd. 
[They run round bruſhing the Walli &c. 1 diſlodge 


the Spirit, 
All. Out, Hunters, out, your Buſineſs here is done. 
Out to the Wilds, but do not take your Gun. 


Ponteach, (to the Spirit) 
Go, tell our Countrymen, whoſe Blood you ſhed, 


That the great Hunter Honnyman is dead: 
That 


A TRAGEDY ( 


That we're alive, we'll make the Engliſh know, 
Whene'er they dare to ſerve us Indians fo : 
This will be joyful News to Friends from France, 
We'll join the Chorus then, and have a Dance. 

[ Exeunt omnes, dancing, and ſinging the Two laſt Lines. 


End of the Fourth ACT. 


A CF 
s n i, 
The Border of a Grove, in which Monelia and Torax 


are aſleep. 


Enter Philip, ſpeaking to himfelf. 
S a dark Tempeſt brewing in the Air, 


For many Days hides Sun and Moon, and Stars, 
At length grown ripe, burſts forth and forms a Flood 


That frights both Men and Beaſts, and drowns the 
Land; 

So my dark Purpoſe now muſt have its Birth, 

Long nouriſh'd in my Boſom, 'tis matur'd, 

And ready to aſtoniſh and embroil | 

Kings and their Kingdoms, and decide their Fates. 

Are they not here? Have I delay'd too long? 
[ be eſpies them aſleep. 

Yes, in a Poſture too beyond my Hopes, 

Aſleep ! This is the Providence of Fate, 

And proves ſhe patronizes my Deſign, 
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And I'll ſhew her that Philip is no Coward, 
[taking up his Hatchet in one Hand, and Scalping Knife 
in the other, towards them. 
A Moment now is more than Years to come: 
Intrepid as I am, the Work is ſhocking, 
Be retreats from them. 
Is it their Innocence that ſhakes my Purpoſe ? 
No; I can tear the Suckling from the Breaſt, 
And drink their Blood who never knew a Crime. 
Is it becauſe my Brother*s Charmer dies ? 
That cannot be, for that is my Revenge. 
Is it becauſe Monelia is a Woman? 
I've long been blind and deaf to their Enchantments, 
Is it becauſe I take them thus unguarded ? 
No; though I act the Coward, it's a Secret. 
What is it ſhakes my firm and fix'd Reſolve ? 
*Tis childiſh Weakneſs : Il not be unman'd. 
[ approaches and retreats again. 
There's ſomething awful in the Face of Princes, 
And he that ſheds their Blood, aſſaults the Gods: 
But l'm a Prince, and 'tis by me they die; 
[ advances arm'd as before. 
Each Hand contains the Fate of future Kings, 
_ were they Gods, I would not balk my Purpoſe. 
[ labs Monelia with the Knife. 
| Tor orax. Hah, Philip, are you come? What can 
you mean ? [Torax ftarts and cries cut. 
Philip. Go learn my Meaning in the World of 
Spirits; [#nocks him down with his Hatchet, &c. 
Tis now too late to make a Queſtion of it. 
The Play is ended (Jooking upon the Bodies) now ſuc- 
ceeds the Farce, 


Wer - Wan, _ = 
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Hullo! 


A TRAGEDY. 
Hullo! Help! Haſte 1 the Enemy is here. 


[calling at one of the Doors, and returning. 
Help is at hand—Burt I muſt firſt be wounded : | 


[ wounds himſelf 5 
Now let the Gods themſelves detect the Fraud. 
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Enter an Indian. 


What means your Cry? Is any Miſchief here ? 
Philip. Behold this flowing Blood; a deſperate 
Wound ! l Hewing bis Wound. 
And there's a Deed that ſhakes the Root of Empires. 


[ pointing to the Bodies. 
2d Ind. O fatal Sight! f the Moba Prince is mur- 
der'd. 
3d Ind. The Princeſs too is weltering in her Blood. 
Philip. Both, both are gone; ttis well that I 
eſcapꝰ'd. 


Enter Ponteach, 


What means this Outcry, Noiſe, and Tumult here? 
Philip. O ſee, my Father |! ſee the Blood of Princes, 
A Sight that might provoke the Gods to weep, 
And drown the Country in a Flood of Tears. 
Great was my Haſte, but could not ſtop the Deed ; 
I ruſh'd among their Numbers for Revenge, 
They frighted fled ; there I receiv'd this Wound. 
[ ſhewing his Wound to Ponteach. 
Ponteach, Who, what were they ? or where did 
they eſcape ? 
Philip. A Band of Engif Warriors, bloody Dogs 
This 
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This Way they ran from my vindictive Arm, 
[ pointing, &c. 
Which but for this baſe Wound would ſure have 
ſtopp'd them. 
Ponteach, Purſue, 8 with utmeſt Speed pur- 
ſue, [70 the Warriors preſent. 
Outfly the Wind till you revenge this Blood; 
*Tis royal Blood, we count it as our own. 
[ Exeunt Warriors in haſte. 
This Scene is dark, and doubtful the Event; 
Some great Decree of Fate depends upon it, 
And mighty Good or Ill awaits Mankind. 
The Blood of Princes cannot flow in vain, 
The Gods muſt be in Council to permit it : 
It is the Harbinger of their Deſigns, 
To change, moat and alter Things on Earth : 
And much ] fear, 'tis ominous of Ill 
To me and mine; it happen'd in my Kingdom. 
Their Father's Rage will ſwell into a Torrent— 
They were my Gueſts—His Wrath will centre here ; 
Our guilty Land hath drunk his Children's Blood. 
Philip. Had I not ſeen the flying Murderers, 
Myſelf been wounded to revenge their Crime, 
Had you not haſten'd to purſue the Aſſaſſins, 
He might have thought us treacherous and falſe, 
Or wanting in our hoſpitable Care: 
But now it cannot but engage his Friendſhip, 
Rouſe him to Arms, and with a Father's Rage 
He'll point his Vengeance where it ought to fall; 
And thus this Deed, though vile and dark as Night, 
In its Events will open Day upon us, 
And prove of great Advantage to our State. 
Pomeach, 
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Ponteach. Haſte then; declare our Innocence and 
Grief; 

Tell the old. King we mourn as for our own, 
And are determin'd to revenge his Wrongs; 
Aſſure him that our Enemies are his, 
And rouſe him like a Tyger to the Prey. 

Philip. I will with Speed; but firſt. this bleeding 

word  -- 
Demands my Care, left you lament me too. 
| Exit, to have his Wound dreſs d. 


Ponteach, ſolus. 


Pale breathleſs Youths! Your Dignity ſtill lives : 
[viewing the Bodies. 

Your Murderers were blind, « or they'd have trembled, 

Nor dar'd to wound ſuch Majeſty and Worth 

It would have tam'd the ſavage running Bear, 

And made the raging Tyger fondly fawn ; 

But your more ſavage Murderers were Chriſtians. 

Oh the diſtreſs'd good King! I feel for him, 

And wiſh to comfort his deſponding Heart; 

But your laſt Rites require my preſent Care. ¶ Exit. 


SCENK 
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S C E N E. II. 
The Senate- Houſe. 
Ponteach, Teneſco, and others. 


Ponteath. 
ET all be worthy of the royal Dead; 
Spare no Expence to grace th' unhappy Scene, 
And aggrandize the ſolemn gloomy Pomp 
With all our mournful melancholy Rites. 
Teneſco. It ſhall be Gone 3 all TONE are now pre- 
paring. 
Ponteach. Never were F uneral Rites beſtow'd more 
Juſt ; 
Who knew them living, muſt lament them dead ; 
Who ſees them dead, muſt wiſh to grace their Tombs 
With all the ſad Reſpect of Grief and Tears. 
Teneſco. The Mourning is as general as the News; 
Grief fits on every Face, in every Eye, | 
And gloomy Melancholy in Silence reigns : 
Nothing is heard but Sighs and ſad Complaints, 
As if the Firſt-born of the Realm were ſlain. 
Ponteach. Thus would I have it; let no Eye be 
dry, 
No Heart unmov'd, let every Boſom ſwell 
With Sighs and Groans. What Shouting do I hear ? 
La Shouting without, repeated ſeveral Times. 
Teneſco, It is the Shout of Warriors from the Battle; 
The Sound of Victory and great Succeſs. 


[be goes to liſten to it. 


Pontcach. 
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Ponteach. Such is the State of Men and human 


Things; "=" 
We weep, we ſmile, we mourn, , and laugh thro? Life, 
Here falls a Bleſſing, there alights a Curſe, 
As the good Genius or the evil reigns. 
It's right it ſhould be fo. Should either conquer, 
The World would ceaſe, and Mankind be undone 
By conſtant Frowns or Flatteries from Fate ; 
This conſtant Mixture makes the Potion ſafe, 
And keeps the ſickly Mind of Man in Health. 


Enter Chekitan. < 


It is my Son, What has been your Succeſs ? 


Chekitan, We've fought the Enemy, broke thre? 
their Ranks, 


Slain many on the Spot, purſu'd the reſt 
Till Night conceal'd and ſav'd them from our Arms. 
Ponteach. Tis bravely done, and ſhall be duely 
honour'd 
With all the Signs and Marks of public Joy. 
Chekitan. What means this Gloom I ſee in every 
Face ? 
Theſe ſmother'd Groans and ſtifled half-drawn Sighs 
Does it offend that I've return'd in Triumph ? 
Ponteach.1 fear to name And yet it muſt be known- 


| Lide. 
Be not alarm'd, my Son, the Laws of Fate 
Muſt be obey'd : She will not hear our Dictates. 
Pm not a Stranger to your youthful Paſſion, 


And fear the Diſapointment will confound you. 
| Chekitan, 


= 


3 
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Chekitan, Has he not ſped ? Has ill befel my Bro- 
ther ? 

Ponteach. Yes, he is wounded but — Monelia' —_— 

lain, 

And Torax both. Slain by the cowardly Engliſt, 

Who 'ſcap'd your Brother's wounded threatning Ars 

But are purſued by ſuch as will revenge it.— 

Chekitan. Oh wretched, wretched, wretched Che- 
kitan ! [ 2/ede. 

Ponteach. I know you're e ſhock'd—The Scene hath 
ſhock'd us all, 

And what we could, we've done to wipe the Stain 

From us, our Family, our Land and State 

And now prepare due Honours for the Dead, 

With all the folemn Pomp of public Grief, 

To ſhew Reſpect as if they were our own. 

Chekitan, Is this my Triumph after Victory : ? 

A ſolemn dreadful pompous Shew : 

TY have * their Swords and liv'd to ſee i Ke 

\ [ah 15 

Monelia dead! aught elſe I cou'd have borne : 

Fm ſtupify*d: I can't believe it true; 

Shew me the Dead; I will believe my Eyes, 

But cannot mourn or drop a Tear till then, 

Teneſco. I will conduct you to them Follow me 

[ Exeunt Teneſco and Chekitan. 

Ponteach. This is a ſad Reception from a Conqueſt, 

And puts an awful Gloom upon our Joy ; 

I fear his Grief will over-top his Reaſon ; 

A Lover weeps with more than common Pain, 

Nor flows his greateſt Sorrow at his Eyes : 
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His Grief is inward, and his Heart ſheds Tears, 
And in his Soul he feels the poiated Woe, 
When he beholds the lovely Object loſt. 
The deep-felt Wound admits no ſudden Cure; 
The feſtering Humor will not be diſpers'd, 
It gathets on the Mind, and Time alone, 
That 9 all Things, puts an End to this. 
¶Exeunt omnes. 


SCENE HI. 


The Grove; with the dead Bodies ; Teneſco pointing 
Chekitan to them. 


Teneſco. 


Here lie the Bodies, Prince, a wretched Sight! 
Breathleſs and pale. 
Cbekitan. A wretched Sight indeed; 
[going towards them, 
O my Monelia; has thy Spirit fled ? | 
Art thou no more? a bloody breathleſs Corpſe ! 18 
Am I return'd full fluſn'd with Hopes of Joy, 
With all the Honours Victory can give, 
To ſee thee thus? Is this, is this my Welcome! ? 
Is this out Wedding? Wilt thou not return? 
O charming Princeſs, art thou gone for ever ? 
Is this the fatal Period of our Love? 
O! had I never ſeen thy Beauty bloom, 
had not now been griev'd to fee it pale: 
Had I not known ſuch Excellence had liv d, 
I ſhou'd not now be curs'd to ſee it dead: 


Had not my Heart been melted by oy Charms, ; 
G 8 


g8 „„ 
It would not now have bled to ſee them loſt. 
O wherefore, wherefore, wherefore do I live: 
Monelia is not—Whatr' s the World to me? 
All dark and gloomy, horrid, waſte, and void: 
The Light of the Creation is put out !— 
The Bleſſings of the Gods are all withdrawn! 
Nothing remains but Wretchedneſs and Woe ; z 
Monelia's gone; Monelia is no more. 
The Heavens are veil'd becaufe ſhe don't behold 
| them: 
The Earth is curs'd, for it hath drunk her Blood; 
The Air is Poiſon, for ſhe breathes no more: 
Why fell I not by the bale Briton's Sword? 
Why preſs'd I not upon the fatal Point? 
Then had I never ſeen this worſe than Death, 
But dying ſaid, *tis well—Mexz/ lives, 
Teneſco. Comfort, my Prince, nor let your Paſſion 
__Twell 
To ſuch a Torrent, it o'erwhelms your Neben, 8 
And preys upon the Vitals of your Soul. 5 
You do but feed the Viper by this View; 
Retire, and drive the Image from your Thought, 
And Time will ſoon replace you every Joy. 
Chekitan. O my Teneſco, had you ever felt 
The gilded Sweets, or pointed Pains of Love, 
You'd not attempt to ſooth a Grief like mine. 
Why did you point me to the painful Sight? 
Why have you ſhewn this Shipwreck of my Hopes, 
And plic'd me in this. beating Storm of Woe. 
Why was I told of my Monelia's Fate ? 
Wb wa'n't the wretched Ruin all conceal'd 
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Under ſome fair Pretence That ſhe had fled— ; 
Was made a Captive, or had chang'd her Love 
Why wa'n't I left to gueſs her wretched End? 
Or have ſome ſlender Hope that ſhe ſtill liv'd ? 
You've all been cruel ; ſhe died to torment me ; 
To raiſe my Pain, and blot out every Joy.— 
Teneſco. I fear*d as much: His Paſſion makes him 
wild— | Lide. 
I wiſh it may not end in perfect Phrenſy. 
Chekitan. Who were the Murderers ? Where did 
they fly? 
Where was my Brother, not to ok Revenge! ? 
Shew me their Tracks, I'll trace them round the Globe 
Tl fly like Lightning, ravage the whole Earth 
Kill every thing I meet, or hear, or ſee. ; 
Depopulate the World of Men and Beaſts, 
*Tis all roo little for that ſingle Death. 
[pointing to Monelia's Corpſe, 
I'Il tear the Earth that dar'd to drink her Blood; 
Kill Trees, and Plants, andevery ſpringing Flower: 
Nothing ſhall grow, nothing. ſhall be alive, 
Nothing ſhall move; I'll try to ſtop the Sun, 
And make all dark and barren, dead and ſad; 
From his tall Sphere dowa to the loweſt Centre, 
There I'll deſcend, and hide my wretched Self, 
And reign ſole Monarch in a World of Ruin. 
 Temiſeo. This is deep Madneſs, it hath ſeiz d his 
Brain. C Aide. | 
Chekitan. But firſt I'll ſnatch a parting laſt Embrace. | 
[he touches and goes to embrace the Corpſe. | 
Thou dear cold Clay] forgive the daring Touch | 
G 2 It | 
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It is thy 0 hekitan, thy wounded Lover. 
Tis; and he haſtens to revenge thy Death. 

[ [Torax groans and attempts to a 

Torax. Oh, oh, I did not—Philip—Philip—Oh. 


[ Chekitan ſtarts. 
Cbelitan. What—did I not hear a | Groan | ? and 


Philip call'd ? 
Teneſco. It was, it was, and there 1s Motion too. 
[approaches Torax, who groans and ſpeaks again. 
Torax. Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Ont: 4 an 
Oh! Oh! 
Teneſco. He is alive We'll raiſe bim from the 
Ground. [Hey lift him up, and ſpeak to him. 
Torie, are you alive? or are our Ears deceiv'd ? 
Torax. Oh Philip, do not—do not—be ſo cruel. 
Chekitan. He is bewilder'd, and not yet himſelf. 
Pour this into his Lips—it will revive him. 
5 [they give him ſomething. 
T eneſeo. This is a Joy unhop'a tor in Diſtreſs. 
[Torax revives more. 
Torax, Oh ! Philip, Philip ! Where is Philip gone? 
* The Murderers are purſued—He will go 
ſoon. 
And now can carry Tidings of your Life. 
Torax, He carry Tidings ! he's the Murderer. 
Teneſco. He is not murder'd; he was ſlightly wounded, 
And haſtens now to ſee the King your Father. 
Torax, He is a falſe, a barbarous bloody Man, 
A Murderer, a baſe diſguis'd Aſſaſſin, 


Chekitan. He ſtill is maz'd, and knows not whom he” 8 
with. 


Torax. 
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Torax. Yes, you are Chekitan, and that's Maonelia, 
[ pointing to the Corpſe. 
This is 7 eneſco—Philis ſtabb'd my Siſter, 
And ſtruck at me; here was the ſtunning Blow: 
| | [pointing 10 bis Head, 
He took us ſleeping in this ſilent Grove; 
There by Appointment from himſelf we waited, 
I ſaw him draw the bloody Knife from her, | 
And, ſtarting, aſk'd him, Why, or what he meant? 
He anſwered with the Hatchet on my Skull, 
And doubtleſs thought me dead and bound in' Silence. 
I am myſelf, and what I ſay is Fact. | 
Teneſco, The Engliſh twas beſet you; Philip ran 
For your Aſſiſtance, and himſelf is wounded. 
Torax. He may be wounded, but he wounded me ; 
No Engliſhman was there, he was alone, | 
I dare confront him with his Villainy: 
Depend upon't, he's treacherous, falſe, and bloody. | 
Chekitan, May we believe, or is this all a Dream? 
Are we awake? Is Torax yet alive? 
Or is it Juggling, Faſcination all? 
Teneſco. *Tis moſt ſurpriſing! What to judge 1 
6 know not. 
P11 lead him hence; perhaps he's ſtill confug'd. 
Torax. I gladly will go hence for ſome Relief, 
But ſhall not change, from what l've now aver'd. 
"= eneſco. Then this ſad Storm of Ruin's but begun. 
22 
Philip muſt fly, or next it lights on him. 
| [Exeunt Teneſco and Torax led by Bim. 


G 3 Chekitan, 5 


102 POR TEA 0H: 
Chekitan. And can this be—Can Philip be ſo 

falſe? 

Dwells there ſuch Baſeneſs in a Brother's Heart ? 

So much Diſſimulation in the Earth? 

Is there ſuch Perfidy among Mankind? 

It ſhocks my Faith But yet it muſt be ſo— 

Yes, it was he, Monelia, ſhed thy Blood. 

This made him forward to commence our Friend, 

And with unuſual Warmth engage to help us; 

It was for this ſo chearful he reſign'd 

To me the Honour of Command in War ; 


The Engliſb Troops would never come ſo near; 


The Wounds were not inflicted by their Arms. 
All, all confirms the Guilt on Philip's Head, 
You died, Monelia, by my Brother's Hand; 
A Brother too intruſted with our Love. 

I'm ſtupify'd and ſenſeleſs at the Thought; 
My Head, my very Heart is petrify'd. 

This adds a Mountain th my Weight of Woe. 


It now is ſwell'd too high. to be lamented; | 
Complaints, and Sighs, and Tears are thrown away, 


Revenge is all the Remedy that's left; 
But what Revenge is equal to the Crime? 
His Life for her's! An Atom for the Earth 
A Single Fly—a Mite for the Creation : 

Turn where I will I find myſelf confounded : 
But I muft ſeek and ſtudy out new Means. 


Help me, ye Powers of Vengeance! grant your Aid, 


Ye that delight in Blood, and Death, and Pain! 
Teach me the Arts of Cruelty and Wrath, 


Till I have Vengeance equal to my Love, 
And my Monelia's Shade is ſatisfied. Exit. 


SCENE 


A TRA 
s CEN 
Philip ſolus. 
IS Grief no Doubt will riſe into a Rage, 
To ſee his Charmer rolling in her Blood, 

1 chuſe to ſee him not till my Return; 
By then the Fierceneſs of the Flame may ceaſe; ; 
Nay, he'll grow cool, and quite forget his Love, 


When! report her Father's kindled Wrath, 


And all the Vengeance he intends to take. 
| [Chekitan comes in 1 Ab.. 


But this is he, I cannot now avoid him; 

How ſhall I ſooth his Grief He looks diſtracted 
I'm ſuch a Stranger grown to Tears and Pity, 

I fear he will not think I ſympathize, 


Enter Chekitan. 


 Chekitan, Havel then found thee, thou falſe hearted 


Traitor? | 

Thou Tyger, Viper, Snake, thou worſe than Chriſtian; ; 
Blood thirſty Butcher, more than Murderer ! 
Thou every Thing but what Men aught to love! 
Do you ſtill live to breathe and ſee the Sun? 
And face me with your ſavage guilty Eye? 

Philip: IJ fear'd, alas, you would run mad and rave, 
Why do you blame me that 1 am not dead? 
I riſk'd my Life, was wounded for your Sake, 
Did all I could for your Monelia's Safety, 
And to revenge you on her Murderers. 
Yaur Grief diſtracts you, or you'd thank me for *r. 
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Chekitan. Would you ſtill tempt my Rage, and fixe 
my Soul, | 
Already bent to ſpill your treacherous Blood? 
You baſe Diſſembler! know you are detected, 
Torax 1 lives, and has diſcover'd all. 
[Philip farts and trembles. 
Philip. Torax alive It cannot -- mult nat be 
[ a/zdv. 
Chekitan, Well may you Re cannot mend 
your Blow. 
He lived to ſee, what none but you could think of, 
The bloody Knife drawn from Monelia's Breaſt, 
Had you a thouſand Lives, they'd be too few; 
Had you a Sea of Blood, *twould be too ſmall 
To waſh away your deep-dy*d Stain of Guilt. 
Now you ſhall die;. and Q if there be Powers 
That after Death take Vengeance on ſuch Crimes, 
May they purſue you with their Flames of Wrath, 
| a all their Magazines of Pain are ſpent. 
[he attacks Philip with his Hatchet. 
Phil. 1 muſt defend myſelf (neui bis * ) 
the Caſe js deſperate. | 


[Figbts, Philip al. 


Fate i is too a and Fm oblig'd to yield. 


Twas well begun but has a wretched End 


Yet I'm reveng'd—She cannot live again. 


You cannot boaſt to've ſhed more Blood than I— 
a! had I—had Fare but one Blow more! 
[ dres, 


Ghekitgn, 
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Cbekitan. What have I done! this is my Brother's 8 
Blood! 
A guilty Murderer's Blood! He was no Brother. 
All Nature's Laws and Ties are hence diſſolv'd; 
There is no Kindred, Friendſhip, Faith, or Love 
Among Mankind Monelia's dead - The World 
Is all unhing'd - There's univerſal War 
She was the Tie, the Centre of the Whole; 
And ſhe remov'd, all is one general Jar. 
Where next, Monclia, ſhall I bend my Arm 
To heal this Diſcord, this Diſorder ſtill, 
And bring the Chaos Univerſe to Form? 4 
Blood ſtill muſt low and float the ſeatter*d Limbs 
Till thy much injur'd love in Peace ſubſides. | 
Then every jarring Diſcord once will ceaſe, 
And a new World from theſe rude Ruins riſe, 
[pauſes. 
Here then I point the Edge, from hence ſhall flow 
f pointing bis Knife to his Heart. 
The raging crimſon Flood, this is the Fountain 
Whole ſwift Day's Stream hall waft me to thy Arms, 
Leit TO s Ghoſt ſhould injure thy Repoſe. 
[ Stabs himſelf. 
I come, I „ now I come 
Philip—away—She's mine in ſpite of Death > 
6 | dies. 


Enter Teneſco. 


Oh! I'm too lite, the fatal Work is done. 
Unhappy Princes; this your wretched End; 
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Your Country's Hopes and your fond Father 's Joy 
Are you no more? Slain by each other's Hands, 

Or what is worſe; or by the Air you breath'd ? 

For all is Murder, Death, and Blood about us : 
Nothing is ſafe; it is contagious all: 
The Earth, and Air, and Skies are full of Treaſon 1 
The Evil Genius rules the Univerſe, 

And on Mankind rains Tempeſts of Deſtruction. 
Where will the Slaughter of the Species end? 
When it begins with Kings and with their Sons, 

A general Ruin threatens all below. 

Hbw will the good King hear the ſad Report. 
J fear th' Event; but as it can't be hid, 

Fl bear it to him in the ſofteſt Terms, 

And ſummon every Power to ſooth his Grief, 
And ſlack the Torrent of his Royal Paſſion. 


[ Exit, 


SCENE V. 
Senate Houſe. 2 iT 


Ponteach, ſolus. 


HE Torrent riſes, and the Tempeſt blows; 

L Where will this rough rude Storm of Ruin end? 
| What crimſon Floods are yet to drench the Earth? 
What new-form*d Miſchiefs hover in the Air, 

| | And point their Stings at this devoted Head ? 

ll Has Fate exhauſted all her Stores of Wrath, 

} Or has ſhe other Vengeance in reſerve? 

W can ſhe more? My Sons, my Name is * 3 
YAY; 
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My ** all blaſted, my Delights all fled ; 
Nothing remains but an afflicted King, 

That might be pitied by Earth's greateſt Wretch. 
My Friends; my Sons, ignobly, baſely ſlain, 
Are more than murder'd, more than loſt by Death. 
Had they died fighting in their Country's Cauſe, 
] ſhould have ſmil'd and gloried in their Fall; 

Yes, boaſting that I had ſuch Sons to loſe, 

] would have rode in Triumph o'er their Tombs. 
But thus to die, the Martyrs. of their F olly, 
Involy'd in all the complicated Guilt 

Of Treaſon, Murder, Falſhood, and Deceit, 
Unbridled Paſſion, Cowardice, Revenge, 

And every Thing that can debaſe the Man, 

And render him the juſt Contempt of all, 

And fix the fouleſt Stain of Infamy, | 

Beyond the Power of Time to blot it out; 

This is too much; and my griev'd Spirit finks 
Beneath the Weight of ſuch gigantic Woe. 

Ye that would ſee a piteous wretched King, 

Lock on a Father gricv'd and curs'd like me; 
Look on a King whoſe Sons have died like mine 


Then you'll confeſs that theſe are dangerous Names, 


And put it in the Power of Fate to, curſe us 
It is on ſuch ſhe ſhews her higheſt Spite. 
But I'm too far—'Tis not a Time to grieve 
For private Loſſes, when the Public calls, 


Euter Teneſco, looking ſorrowſul. 


What are your Tidings? I have no more Sons. 
Teneſco. 


108 PONT E A C E: 
Teneſco. But you have Subjects, and r their 
Safety. 
The treacherous Prieſt, intruſted with your Councils, 
Has publiſh'd all, and added his own Falſhoods; 
The Chiefs have all revolted irom your Cauſe, 
Patch'd up a Peace, and lend their Help no more, 
Ponteach. And is this all ? we muſt defend ourſelves, 
Supply the Place of Numbers with our Courage, 
And learn to conquer with our very Looks : 
This is a Time that tries the Truth of Valour ; 
He ſhews his Courage that dares ſtem the Storm, 
And live in ſpite of Violence and Fate, 
Shall holy Perfidy and feeming Lyes 
Deſtroy our Purpoſe, fink us into Cowards? 
Teneſco. May your 929965 proſper! I'll excite the 
Troops 
By your Example ſtill to keep the Field. 
Exit. 
Ponteach. Tis coming on, Thus Wave ſucceeds to 
Wave, 
Till the Storm's ſpent, then all ſublides again— 
The Chiefs revolted :—My Deſign betray'd :— 
May he that truſts a Chriſtian meet the ſame! 
They have no Faith, no Honeſty, no God, 
And cannot merit Confidence from Men. 
Were I alone the boiſt'rous Tempeſt's Sport, 
Pd quickly move my ſhatter'd trembling Bark, 
And follow my departed Sons to Reſt, | 
But my brave Countrymen, my F riends, my Subjects, 
Demand my Care: I'll not deſert the Helm, 
Nor leave a dang'rous Station in Diſtreſs : 


Yes, 
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Yes, I will live, in ſpite of Fate T1! live; 
Was I not Ponteach, was I not a King, 
Such Giant Miſchiefs would not gather round me. 
And ſince I'm Ponteach, ſince I am a King, 

I'll ſhew myſelf Superior to them all; 
I'll riſe above this Hurricane of Fate, 
And ſhew my Courage to the Gods themſelves, 
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Enter Teneſco, ſurpriſed and pauſing. 


I am prepar*d, be not afraid to tell; 
You cannot ſpeak what Ponteach dare not hear. 
Teneſco. Our braveſt Troops are ſlain, the reſt pur- 
ſu'd ; 
All is Diſorder, Tumult, and Rebellion, 
Thoſe that remain inſiſt on ſpeedy Flight; 
You mult attend them, or be left alone "= | 
Unto the Fury of a conquering Foe, | 
Nor will they long expe& your Royal Pleaſure, 
Ponteach, Will they deſert their * in ſuch an 
Hour, * 
When Pity might induce them to protect ble 25 
Kings like the Gods are valued and ador'd, 
When Men expect their Bounties in Return, | 
Place them in Want, deſtroy the giving Power, | 
All Sacrifices and Regards will ceaſe. 
Go, tell my Friends chat I'll attend their Call. 
[rifing, Exit Teneſco, 
1 will not fear but muſt obey my Stars: 
[ looking round. 
Ye fertile Fields and glad ning Streams, adieu; 
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Ye Fountains that have quench'd my ſcorching Thirſt, 
Ye Shades that hid the Sun-beams from my Head, 
Ye Groves and Hills that yielded me the Chace, 

Ye flow'ry Meads, and Banks, and beriding Trees, 
And thou proud Earth, made drunk with 1 
Blood, © - -* 

I am no more your Owner 1 your King. 

But witneſs for me to your new baſe Lords, 

That my unconquer'd- Mind. defies them ſtill; 

And though I fly, tis on the Wings of Hope. 

Yes, I will hence where there's no Britiſb Foe, 
And wait a Reſpite from this Storm of Woe; 
Beget more Sons, freſh Troops collect and arm, 
And other Schemes of future Greatneſs form; 
Britons may boaſt, the Gods may have their Will, 
Ponteach 1 am, and ſhall be Ponteacb till, [Exit. 


From the Gentleman's Magazine for December, Page 584, 
on Major Roger? 8 Account ot America. 
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